US Bulk Rate 


Paid 
Permit No 


48 


, Utah 


Provo 


EE 
Be 


Z 
S 


1SSt 


year 4° 


3 


October 18, 1989 


ine 


ial Weekly Magazi 


ie 


's UnOffi 


i 


. 


nhivers 


Brigham Young U 


page 2 


CTUDENT ROE Uy 


year 4+ issue 5 

Student Review is an independent student 
publication dedicated to serving Brigham Young 
University’s campus community. 

Student volunteers from all disciplines edit and 
manage Student Review; however, opinions 

| expressed are those of individual authors and do 

| not necessanily reflect views of the SR staff, BYU, 
or The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day 
Saints. 

Student Review is published weekly during fall 
| and winter semesters and monthly during spring 
| and summer terms by Student Review Founda- 
| tion, anonprofit corporation. SRF operates under 
| the direction of the Foundation for Student 

Thought, also a nonprofit corporation. 

A year's subscription costs $10. 

We invite. all students to get involved with 
Student Review. Articles are welcome from any- 
one involved in the BYU campus community. 
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Business Manager's Note: 


Disillusionment in Fighting AIDs 


AIDS was never a major concern 
tome, because I havealways fully in- 
tended to remain heterosexual and 
monogamous throughout my life. It 
sounded like a terrible disease, but 
since! would never get it, I paid little 
attention to the hype surrounding it. 

Then I decided to go to Washing- 
ton D.C. for the summer to work, 
and through the temporary agency I 
signed up with, was placed in an or- 
ganization that worked to fight 
AIDS in developing countries. It 
wasn’t something I would have 
picked myself, but it paid well, so I 
accepted. It ended up lasting the 
whole summer, and inaddition toall 
the practical experience I got, I also 
learned a great deal about AIDS and 
about how we are dealing with it. 

I learned facts about AIDS: you 
can’t get it from kissing, from drink- 
ing from the same glass, or from a 
toilet seat. It is transmitted through 
blood and semen, and sometimes 
cannot be detected in an infected 
person until several months ora year 
later (thus the danger of infected 
persons unknowingly transmitting 
it to others). There is no cure for or 
vaccination against AIDS, only 
treatments that postpone an inev- 
itable death. 

I also learned how AIDS was 
being fought. In light of the facts, it 
seemed logical to methatcampaigns 
against AIDS should center around 
letting people know what kind of 
behaviors put one at high risk for 
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We're looking for terrorist / 
missionary somewhere in Mon- 
treal. Will Jason Gardner please 
write us?! Ex-Layout Slaves, P.O. 
Box #7092, Provo, UT 84602. 


JE: You know that co-ed cabin 
sleep-overs can become addicting, 
don’t you?... Bo. & Friend 


Help Wanted 
Sophomores/Juniors $6-10/hr. 
Earn/Learn with fastest growing 
Utah business. Laugh at the no- 
promotion blues. Call 24-hour 
recording for details. 227-1259. 
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AIDS (i.e., homosexuality, multiple 
sexual partners), and advising them 
to avoid these kind of behaviors. 
Certainly, not everyone with AIDS 
contracts it through sexual contact, 
but every case can be traced back to 
someone who did. 

As I read the many reports and 
studies that crossed my desk, how- 
ever, I was disappointed to find that 
all of their references to “behavioral 
change” didn’t mean convincing 
people to change their sexual behav- 
ior, but convincing people to use 
condoms. 

Our office was staffed with young 
(all under 30), liberal, humanitarian 
types who were out to save the 
world. I didn’t exactly fit in: Iwasa 
Mormon, fairly conservative, and I 
disagreed with the way the fight 
against AIDS was being carried out. 
They all felt that it was wrong to 
judge peoples orcultures and wrong 
to impose our ideas on others. We 
had to be “open-minded,” especially 
in dealing with a crisis like AIDS. 


Their mode of thinking was at first 
appealing. Open-mindedness is 
considered a virtue in our culture, 
and acceptance of people regardless 
of their actions seems to be a 
Christlike attribute. Yet I didn’t feel 
that their openness would include 
my ideas. 

I felt unable to express my opin- 
ions. There were some unwritten 
taboos in our office. These people 
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For Sale 
Married into a better car! Need to 
sell old but functional ‘80 Datsun 
310. Good engine, tran, tires. $350. 
Call Steve 374-9201 


‘81 Suzuki TS100 Motorcycle. 
Street legal, like new-only 330 
miles. $500 firm. Call Jeff 373- 
3882. 


House Loans 
Merrill Oates is accepting dona- 
tions and short-term loans for the 
purchase of a home Free use of 
living room space offered as 
collateral. call 374-5367. 


REMEMBER THE 
STUDENT REVIEW 
FRESHMAN WRITING 


CONTEST 


Submit your essays, fiction, poetry. articles, & 


reviews, and we'll print the best 


cellaneous prizes 
Send us 


award mis- 


our stuff: 


Provo, UT 84602 
or the dropbox in 1102 JKHB 


ENTRIES DUE O01 November 1989 
WINNERS PRINTED 08 November 1989 


Also, even if you have passed the blissful state 
of freshpersonhood, send us your short fiction, 
personal essays and non-epic poems for our 
always acclaimed & controversial literary issue. 


claimed to be open-minded, but I 
knew that if] wereto suggest that we 
encourage commercial sex workers 
(the non-judgemental word for 
prostitutes) to discontinue their 
practice, especially in poor, African 
nations, it would be considered an 
ignorant and unreasonabledemand. 
(Yet promoting condoms, which are 
completely foreign to their culture, 
and give rise to many superstitions, 
was perfectly acceptable.) If I were 
to say anything critical or judgemen- 
tal of homosexuality I would be la- 
belled a “homophobe,” something 
roughly synonymous with “narrow- 
minded.” 

Upon closer examination, it be- 
came apparent to me that their “ac- 
ceptance” was merely a denial of 
right and wrong, and a denial of the 
consequences that result from vio- 
lating laws. Don’t get me wrong: I 
don’t claim that AIDS is God’s re- 
venge on gays, and I wouldn’t wish 
the disease on my worst enemy.. But 
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we are missing the easiest and most 
obvious solution to the AIDS crisis 
by refraining from criticizing certain 
high-risk lifestyles, if only for health 
reasons alone. 

There wasn’t much I could do to 
influence these people, so this story 
doesn’t have the happiest of end- 
ings. I developed a disillusionment 
with government bureaucracy, with 
the way we are fighting AIDS, and 
with our wholeapproachto problem 
solving. But I do not regret the time 
I spent fighting AIDS in Africa, be- 
cause, although I may not have 
impacted the way it is being done, I~ 
grew in my own self-awareness and 
gained a greater perspective on life. 


Staff Notes 


Staff Person of the Fortnight- Chris Walton. Although Chris has only 
been with Student Revew for a short time, We commend Chris for his 
original layout ideas and dependability. 

Staff Person of the Week- Duane at Liberty Press. Duane doesn't work 
withStudent Review, but he's saved us on numerous occasions from 


looking stupid. 


A Sunday night chat is tentatively planned for Oct. 15, 8:30 p.m. at 
Backstage Cafe’. Call-your favorite SR person for more information. 

Gary seems to be really happy lately. Word has it that he finally passed 
his multiple auditions and he is COSMO. 

Expect more info on the Halloween Party—Oct. 28 
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Knowing or Believing 


by David Smith 


¢ le AST SUMMER IN Napa, Califor- 
nia, I started my laundry late 
on Monday morning when I 
was interrupted by a visit from two 
missionaries from another church. 
My roomates all scattered and left 
me to entertain these two men. I im- 
mediately let them know that I had 
been a missionary myself, that it was 
likely that I would not change my 
mind, and that if they were willing to 
tell me about their religion under 
those conditions, they could go 
ahead as soon as I put my whites in 
the dryer. 

The older of the two men began 
his message by telling me that we 
had minds which were capable of 
understanding, and that we must 
comprehend with our minds the 
things which were given to us like 

_ the Bible. 
) I agreed to this on one condition: 
our minds could understand what 
was given to us, but our minds were 
subject to the errors of human rea- 


soning and understanding. He con- 
ceded reluctantly. 

They began their main message, 
which was centered exclusively on 
worship on the seventh day. Like 
good missionaries, they asked me 
what I thought. 

“Your message,” I said, “is a good 
one, and I agree with what you say 
about worship on the seventh day, 
except that it seems to me to be a 
moot point. There are so many 
things that are more important, like 
the character of God, the way that he 
relates to man, and what's more, 
how we obey the commandments. I 
think itis much more significant how 
we worship each week than which 
day it is.” 

We then talked a little about the 
LDS church, and I asked him what 
church he belonged to. He said that 
he belonged toa protestant church. I 
asked him if he belonged to the Sev- 
enth Day Adventists. 

“No. I was at one time, but I be- 
lieve that the entire Adventist 
church is in apostasy. I consider 


myself the equivalent of Peter break- 
ing off from the early church. 

“On which day does your church 
meet?” he asked. 

“Sunday.” 

“Why?” 

I gave a brief explanation of the 
fact that we have a prophet who has 
revealed the will of God on the mat- 
ter. [also mentioned briefly that we 
believed that the day had been 
changed with the resurreciton of 
Christ. 


E OBJECTED TO all my points. 
The day had not been 
changed at Christ’s resur- 


rection. The saints had continued to 
meet on Saturday. 

I mentioned that although I had 
not studied it in depth myself, I be- 
‘lieved that a good case could be 
made that the early saints wor- 
shipped on Saturday with the Jews 
and on Sunday for the new prose- 
lytes. 

He asked me if I wanted to know 
where exactly that belief came from 


and proceeded to explain that Sun- 
day worship was a pagan tradition 
that came out of Egypt. 

This monomania with Saturday 
worship began to bore me. The fact 
that they read the scriptures right 
had not been enough. Besides un- 
derstanding the basic meanings, it 
was also necessary to have someone 
who could weigh the more impor- 
tant matters and reveal them to us. I 
told them this. 

His response was, “How can I 
know with my mind that Joseph 
Smith was a prophet?” 

I explained that the Book. of 
Mormon was the test. _ 

“I can believe the Book of Mormon 
and Joseph Smith as much as they 
agree with the Bible, but my problem 
with Joseph Smith is thay they go 
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beyond what is written in the Bible.” 

He drew an imaginary square on 
the floor and said, “Joseph Smith 
should have stayed within what he 
knew about the Bible. I cannot be- 
lieve what he has said that is not in 
the Bible.” 

The discussion continued without 
progress on either side for nearly an 
hour and a half. It never became 
heated except when the younger of 
the two misisonaries began to re- 
buke me. He was corrected by his 
supcrior. 

My reflections on the experience 
have given me insights into all of 
religious practice and proselyting. | 
believe that anyone can be con- 


please see Testimonies 
on page 12 


_by Sterling Augustine 


WENTY-YEAR-OLD males are not sup- 

posed to be embarrassed about their 

age. Age embarrassment is for senior 
citizens and under age kids sneaking into bars. 
The problem is, ina normal BYU crowd, Iam 
embarrassed about my age. I was when I was 
nineteen also. Not only am I not a returned 
missionary, but I am not (or, more accurately, 
wasn’t) a future missionary either. 

Some RM’s complain that women avoid 
them because they are too serious about get- 
ting married. Some freshmen complain that 
women don’t take them seriously because they 
aren't RM’s. Both have it better than the NM 
because most women, at least ona social level, 
won't even deal with the NM. 

The problem develops like this: You are at 
your brand new ward's opening social. The 
activities have been fun, and you have met 
some people you think are interesting. Youare 
talking with one of them. 

Because you don’t know them very well, 
you go through the whole gamut of questions: 
“Where are you from?” “What's your major?” 
and so on until “How old are you?” 

The answer for the NM brings with it a social 
stigma both painful and difficult to avoid. As 
soonas he says “twenty” the questioner knows 
something is wrong. Wrong because all ex- 
cuses for not going on a mission boil down to 
one of two things. 
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The first is “I don’t believe in the Church 
enoughto go.” While this excuse doesn’t make 
the NM a pariah, it does make him a target for 
member missionaries and extra home teach- 
ing. It makes him a person to fellowship, 
someone with a problem to be solved, some- 
one to be changed—-not a person to treat with 
understanding and tolerance. 

The second excuse is “Jam unworthy.” The 
implications of a statement like that are huge, 
ugly and socially disgraceful. The NM can’t 
explain why he’s unworthy to someone he just 
met. So he must let the questioner’s imagina- 
tion run wild. Most NM’s don’t use this ex- 
cuse. 

With those answers, the conversation sud- 
denly turns from light small talk to serious 
church discussion. Most people aren’t pre- 


don’t want it. 


| pared for the 
~ Ne change in tone and 
=‘ 


x Both reasons for 
> | not going portray 
the NM as some- 
one who doesn’t 
belong at BYU and 
as someone who is 
unworthy of social 
attention. Conse- 
quently, when 
asked why they 
didn’t go, most 
NM’s give the 
vague response, “It just isn’t for me.” Nota 
great answer, but better than the real reasons. 
Right after the NM answers “twenty,” inev- 
itably, a brief, awkward pause follows because 
ina Mormon community right after “How old 
are you” is either “Where did you go on your 
mission?” or “When do you turn nineteen?” 
depending on how old the guy is. Neither 
question applies to the NM. People just don’t 
expect males at BYU to be twenty years old. 
When I answer “twenty,” reactions vary. 
Some people ask why I didn’t go. It’s not an 
easy subject to talk about, no matter the excuse. 
Some people just say “Oh” and the conver- 
sation ends. Others try to convert me. They 
don’t seem to understand that I have been a 
member of the church for twenty years, and I 
won't be converted by this little conversation. 
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To Be Twenty Years Old and Male at BYU 


My bishops and stake presidents interviewed 
me for hours trying to convince me to go. 
Someone I’ve just met won't be able to do it 
over lunch. 

The most aggravating question is “Have 
you ever thought about going?” Of course I 
have. Ihave beenattending BYU fortwo years. 
I hear about missions in church, at firesides, in 
classes, and in talks with roommates and 
friends. It is impossible not to think about it— 
even after the decision has been made and 
remade. 

I shouldn’t be embarrassed about being 
twenty years old and I have gotten used to the 
funny looks from women in my freshman 
ward. (“All the other guys are gone. What are 
you doing here?”) After all, ] was doing what 
I thought was right at the time. But when I 
literally see the warmth drain out of a girl I 
have been flirting with for weeks—just be- 
cause I’m twenty years old—it hurts. 

And it happensallthetime. By the third date 
I can’t duck the mission question any longer. 
With the BYU marriage mentality, when she 
discovers that I haven't gone ona mission and 
probably won't be going I become ineligible to 
marry and thus undateable. 

To me, all this is academic now. My papers 
arein, and I am waiting for my call. But I hope 
that others will give the NM more understand- 
ing than they currently do. Don’t let there be 
anawkward silence. Don’t pressure him to go. 
Don’t run from him. Just try to understand. 
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A Conditional Love 


by ‘Ming’ C.H. Sutherland 


Homophobic. I guess you could 
say my parents have always been 
homophobic. My father would often 


tell derogatory homosexual jokes 


and would cringe at that sight of a 
gay man. My mother referred to 
them as “queers” or “queer asa three 
dollar bill.” I remember a time in 
Boston when my parents and I were 
walking down the street and we saw 
a lesbian couple kiss. I 
don’t think my father ever ” 
got over the shock. 

I suppose their reaction 
to my brother’s “coming 
out of the closet” could 
have been predicted. In 
fact, my brother even said 
he didn’t blame them for 


come out in the open one year ear- 
lier, but my parents elected not to tell 
meand forbade my brother totell me 
either. I think that was wrong. 
Someone should have told me. 
Maybe I could have sought help and 
counseling so that it would have 
been easier for me. As it was, I got 
home and my parents had already 
kicked my brother out of the house 


their reaction. He was just kssgeapore 


sorry for it. Not for being 
gay, but for their non-ac- 
ceptance. 

I think it would be hard | 
for any parent to learn that Bx “-*/ 
their sonis gay. But I think vA, 4 
there is an added difficulty } -/. 
for LDS parents such as He 
mine. My mother says she 
feels cheated because he |,4% 
would do this after she f- ~ 
spent so much time and f° 
money raising him. She}: 
says he really must hate f'"% 
her, something I know to }*" 
be false. After two years 
she still cries herself to 
sleep. My father still tries 


pe: 


to quiet my mother’s tears. sp art by Lori Nelson 


They wonder how it hap- 
pened. They raised him in the 
Church, he came to BYU, he went on 
a mission, he did all the “right” 
things, so what went wrong? My 
brother says nothing “went wrong.” 
He’s always been this way and he 
could no longer suppress his feel- 
ings. 

I found out about it after I re- 
turned from a mission. It had all 


and wouldn't talk about it except for 
the initial explanation of what hap- 
pened. They wouldn’t even tell any 
of their own parents or brothers and 
sisters They said if] needed to talkto 
someone could see a psychiatrist. I 
chose not to. I guess I should have. 
Maybe then I wouldn’t have felt so 
alone; maybe I should still go. 

I felt alone because suddenly, 


upon returning home, I found that — 
my family had fallen apart. I so dis- 
agreed with how my parents had 
handled the situation that I couldn’t 
have talked to them even if they had 
wanted to. I felt the only person I — 
could relate to was my brother, and 
he was now living on the opposite 
coast with another man. Telephones 
just didn’t seem right for deep and 
personal 
conversa- 
tions. It’s 
been al- | 
most three 
and a half 
years since 
id I've seen 
ivgaqg him. My 
y Se] parents 
4 wouldn’t 
‘} even let 
4 him come 
,{ home for 
“=a Christmas. 
fi feel bad 
ea for him 
q because 
¥ everyone 
he needs 
‘most has 
“da turned 
“Ay away from 
.~.f him. My 
parents 
argue that 
he left 
" them, but I 
think my 
parents 
madeit very clear that heis nolonger 
wanted. My mother even asked me 
once how it felt to suddenly be an 
only child. , 
Sometimes I feel so caught in the 
middle that I think it will rip me 
apart. But I will always love and 
respect my brother. Even though 
we're far apart, he’s my best friend. 


The Summer that Shouldn’t Have Been 


by Mette Ivie 


Why wasIstillat BYU? Ihad always known 
there was something different about me, but 
my masochistic urge to take thirty credit hours 
over Spring and Summer terms, only four of 
which I had to have for graduation, was proof 
that I would never really fit in at the beach I so 
fondly dreamed of. 

I woke up every morning at 5:30 to go jog- 
ging. I’d have rather gone after classes, but 
during the summer, nights were too hot. And 
jogging was essential. I’m not sure why, but 
I’d been doing it for the past five years of my 
life and it was too late to stop now. I'd jog past 
the grounds crew along Eighth North, won- 
dering how they got up any earlier than I did. 
I might have known some of them, but as I 
didn’t have my glasses on, I couldn’t tell. Not 
that it mattered. I didn’t want anyone to see 
me at the moment anyway. 


When | got back to the French House, I tried 


dered whether I was really learning anything. 


ceive their diploma? Were they hoping to 


to form some coherent French words of morn- 
ing greeting, then ran off to class. Religion, 
Philosophy, Religion, Philosophy, French, and 
German. I sat—orslept, but at least I was inthe 
classroom—for eight hours straight every day. 
After about six hours, I would find that spoken 
words no longer made any sense. I would 
keep looking at the professor’s mouth to see 
what words his lips were forming. When and 
if I figured them out, they wouldn’t make any 
sense. Did they make sense to someone else? 
I looked at my neighbor’s notes. She had 
something written down, but I didn’t under- 
stand it either. 

The bell rang, but I didn’t connect the sound 
with what it meant. I sat still, eyes glazed over, 
wondering how I had talked administration 
into letting me take all these classes. I won- 


I wondered whetherI cared. I wondered who 
it was that put butter in the freezer in our apart- 
ment—or grated cheese. I wondered if my 
roommate would wake me up at four in the 
morning, when her radio alarm went off and 
she went back to sleep without turning it off. 

At about that time in the morning I would 
contemplate possible reasons other people 
might have for staying on campus. It seemed 
incredible to me that there were literally thou- 
sands like me, taking classes when the natural 
order of things demanded that we all be at the 
beach. What made people stay here, besides a 
masochistic tendency like my own? Couldn't 
they afford the ticket to fly home or the gas to 
drive? Or did they just forget to leave? Had 
they planned their four-year schedule poorly, 
finding that one extra term was necessary to re- 


have a better chance with dating over the 
summer months? Did they enjoy dressing in 
winter clothes all summer long? 

Then it hit me! I knew why I was still 
around. Frankly, I didn’t have anything better 
todo. My parents live in Provo, so there was 
nowhere to go “home” to. I didn’t have the 
money (or rich parents) to pay for Study 
Abroad. I didn’t want to work during the 
summer. AndI didn’t want to be bored. And 
taking thirty credit hours definitely made sure 
that I wasn’t bored. 

Next summer, I think I’ll be bored. 


Mette is a 19-year-old senior soon to graduate in 
German literature. 
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Belfast By Night 


by Andrew Arnone 


-IMET Maura my last night in Bel- 

fast. You couldn’t find a more 

Irish woman than Maura—red 

hair, green eyes, big friendly smile. 
We began talking and she told me 
she grew upin Belfast, the Falls Road 
area, but now lived and went to 
schoolin America. She was working 
on her Ph.D., studying the economy 
of Ireland, and had returned to Bel- 
fast for research. With her was 


Frank, a German photographer/ — 


student staying in Belfast a few 
weeks capturing the city on film. We 
decided to experience the city at 
night, Maura leading. 
It was nearly midnight when we 
setout. I worejeans, at-shirt,and my 
leather jacket; I took only my pass- 
port and wallet. Maura still wore her 
skirt and white sweater. Frank took 


his camera. We walked through the ~ 


“nice” part of town down the hill to 
a busy, main street. There were 
many people out, laughing, drink- 
ing, trying to get adate. Ididn’teven 
notice the police, though they were 
all around. 

We walked away from the crowd 
and the city quickly became darker 
and quieter. We walked slowly, the 
only sounds coming from Frank’s 
occasional shutter and motordrive. 
We crossed a bridge and walked 


around one of the flats near Falls 
Road; they sort of make a square 
with a courtyard in the middle. 
Broken glass everywhere crunched 
under our feet. There was no grass— 
only mud, rocks, and glass. Sud- 
denly a big dog, quietly waiting ona 
nearby balcony, began to bark in 
alarm. 

“Is this place really safe?” I kept 
asking Maura, trying to sound re- 
laxed. “I mean, if this were Chicago 
I certainly wouldn't be here now.” 

“Oh yeah. There’s nothing to 
worry about. People around here 
take care of their own.” 

It was about one in the morning 
when we heard them. Just a few at 
first on either side of the road, yell- 
ing back and forth. 

“What is it?” I asked. 

“Oh nothing. Just kids playing. 
Happens all the time.” 

I started to get that pale feeling, 
my mouth started to dry, my insides 
tightened. I tried to be as cool as she 
was. 


E WALKED NEARER, Frank 
W shooting an occasional 
picture. Soon we could 
hear them shouting obscenities 


about Catholics and the IRA. They 
threw bricks and rocks at each other. 


THE FEW 

THE BRAVE 
THLE INSANELY 
TENACIOUS & 


RESOURCEFUL, 


If you think you have what it 
takes, don’t join the Marines, be- 
come a Student Review Ad Rep. 
Call us today at 377-7980. 


ay 


ATUGENT 


Occasionally a daring fighter would 
rush into the street to throw a rock at 
his enemy, then dart back to safety. 

An Irish boy ran to us and said, 
“What are you doing here? Can’t 
you see there’s a fight going on 
here?” Maura introduced us, then 
ran with him to throw more rocks, 
saying, “I want to whip a few at 
those bastards myself.” 


HEN FROM EVERYWHERE On the 

street people appeared, 

running toward the fight, 
carrying bottles and yelling. It was 
as if someone had tripped a silent 
alarm. Most of the kids were very 
young. The oldest was maybe eight- 
een. They started hitting the cars. 
And even though there was a small 
war forming, the taxis and other cars 
still used the road. We began to hear 
the thud s as bricks hit car bodies. 
“Whoa. That was a bad one,” Frank 
said, cringing. Thenthe thud wasa 
crash. The taxi pulled up right next 
to us, its windshield completely 
shattered. A nicely dressed young 
woman slowly got out. Her face was 
pale and she was brushing the glass 
off her dress and out of her hair. We 
checked her face to see if it was cut. 
She was in shock. . 

We decided to walk around the 
block so we wouldn't be on the road. 
We could go around and hide be- 
hind a wall and still be in view of the 
fighting; Frank wanted more pic- 
tures. As we left, I noticed every time 
a car would drive by Maura would 
quickly head for a nearby wall. 

“Why are you doing that?” 

“Oh, it’s probably nothing. I’m 
just careful that’s all”. 

“Of what?” 

“Well I’ve heard the Protestants 
will send a car over to the Catholic 
side and spray anybody they see to 
get even.” 

“Spray them with what?” 

“With machine guns.” 

I felt like I would be sick. 

I was beginning to relax when I 
heard the deep mechanical roar of an 
RUC truck. “It’s the RUC!” 
screamed Maura, grabbing my arm, 
pulling me behind her. I turned and 
looked down the street and saw the 
truck—heavily armored, the famil- 
iar hatch on top where they peered 
out, fingers ready on the trigger. 
Then things changed to slow mo- 
tion. We ducked into somebody’s 
yard behind a low brick wall. : 

A soldier grabbed me and Frank 
by the hair, dragging us toward the 
truck. He was yelling something. 


f— 


J 


He slammed us against the side of 
the truck. “Now get down on the 
ground and don’t move or so help 
me I'll break your ribs!” We 
dropped to our hands and knees, 
face down in the street. The diesel 
from the truck choked me. 

We were all lined up next to each 
other onthe street. Then one of them 
began to pace up and down saying, 
“Throwing rocks, eh? Causing 
trouble, eh?,” and started kicking. I 
heard the first kick down the line. 
Each kid got one, sometimes more. 
One kid got it pretty bad, I guessed. 
I heard him moaning down the line. 
The soldier was almost to me. The 
boy next to me let out an umph asa 
heavy combat boot kicked him inthe 
gut. 

Then it was quiet. Maura told me 
later she thought they were going to 
lift all of us, arrest us. She said we 
were probably saved by a woman 
who showed up on the scene and 
started to argue with the police. She 
apparently calmed them down, and 
soon we were standing up with our 


‘hands spread on the side of the 


truck. 

They started to go down the line, 
asking names. A soldier turned me 
around. I told him I was an Ameri- 
can. I gave him the story that I was 
just walking around and didn’t 
know what was going on. I hap- 
pened to be in the wrong place at the 
wrong time. He stared at me with 
fire-eyes, almost begging me to lie. 
He asked me who I was with, where 
I was staying, when I was leaving. 
“Tomorrow,” I said. “OK. You get 
the hell out of here, now! You hear?” 

I bottles began exploding, 

crashing against the wall next 
to us. Some kids were throwing 


bottles at the police. I was about to 
run away when one of the RUCs 


WAS ABOUT TO when some 


grabbed me, holding me in front of 


him like a shield. As bottles and 


rocks crashed around me I didn’t 
_know how I would get out unhurt. 


But it quickly stopped when they 
pointed their guns at the kids. I was 
released. 

I ran down the street, lost and dis- 
oriented. I turned down another 
street and sawa guy sitting ona wall. 
I went up to him and asked if he had 
seen Maura or Frank. He was 
friendly, as everyone there seemed 
to be, but he hadn’t seen them. Then 
I saw Maura down the street, her 
white clothes quite visible. 

We asked if anyone had seen 


' Preventive 
Maintenance , 
saves Money 


imPorRT 
AUTO 
CENTER 


acd bec ic ct ocd cc acd cl cc clic cd ct oc cc cd ocd cd ec cl cd oc 


Come in today for 
a pre-winter checkup! 


Frank. No one had. We were wor- 
ried that he had been lifted because 
he had had his camera with him. It’s 
illegal to take pictures of police or 
government property. We were 
scared. In Belfast the police can keep 
you in jail for up toa week before you 
can call anyone. In the meantime 
you're severely abused. Maura said 
one of her friends was “knee 
capped” in jail—shot in the knees. 

We looked a while longer then 
decided to start home, not wanting 
to bearound ifthe RUC returned. As 
we walked, I realized I had a slight 
limp— there was a strong pain in my 
leg from when I got kicked by the 
RUC. I also realized how dry my 
throat was. When we reached the 
busy part of the city, still alive and 
thriving, we stopped ata hamburger 
place for a drink. 

As we walked down that street 
watching the weekend party-goers 
enjoying themselves, I found it 
ironic that less than a mile away was 
acompletely alien world. A world of 
glass and rocks. Of prejudice and 
hatred. But maybe it was every- 
where, in every home and soul in 
Belfast. Maybe the ancient tradition 
of hate was inescapable. 

When Mauraand I returned to the 
dorm we found Frank waiting for us. 
He was allright, save a few bruises 
on his neck and back where they hit 
him. We had gathered in the kitchen 
for coffee and toast and tried to 
laugh off the experience as wild and 
exciting. But we were still shaken 
up. Especially Maura. It turned out 
that she had been arrested twice and 
had her apartment raided by theSAS 
when they found out she was a re- 
porter for a Sien Fein newspaper. If 
she had been arrested, she could 
have been kicked out of the country 
for good. 

The next day, watching the Irish 
coast disappear as the ferry chugged 
toward Scotland, I thought about 
my experience. | still can’t com- 
pletely grasp the reasons behind the 
trouble. Maybe only those born into 
the system can. But I can empathize, 
because I was there, for a brief in- 
stant, sharing fear, frustration, and 
anger withthose Irish boys crouched 
on the street. 


Andrew still wears his leather jacket . 
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ANPUS LIFE 


O latest born and loveliest vision far 
Of all Olympus’ faded hierarchy!” 
Wairer than Phocbe’s sapphire-region’d star,” 
Or Vesper, amorous glow-worm of the sky; 
Iairer than these, though temple thou bast nonce, 


~~ 


PLATE VII CARNIVORA*" 
Not Just For Cou 


COSMO POETRY 


by Gary Burgess 
and Scott Elgin Calhoun 


“I started writing poetry at half 
times,” states Cosmo. “Soon it was 
something I did at time-outs, pen- 
alty calls, and even during huddles. 
The cheerleaders would be pulling 
on my tail, wanting to be thrown in 
the air, and I’d have to tell them to 
wait until I’d finished the quatraine 
I was working on.” 

In private interviews in Cosmo’s 
apartment south of campus, the 
Cougar has given new insight into 
his role as mascot and poet laureate 
of the BYU campus. The collection 
of poems he published in 1987, 
entitled, My World is Blue and White, 
moved students and faculty alike 
with not only his portrayal of the 
glories of athletic victory, but also 
the suffering and self-questioning 
that come when BYU teams lose to 
Gentiles. 

Cosmo went on a tour that year, 
reading his poetry in all the step- 
down lounges and mezzanines on 
campus. The following year, 
Cosmo gave readings by all the 
courtesy phones in the library, and 
to most Food Services employees. 

As wecan see from the following 
selection, when Cosmo’s team is 
winning, he is too, and he has the 
world by his tail. 


Blue and white 

are the colors I love. 
They are Cougar colors, 
that’s right— 

Yeah! 


Nor virgin-choir to make delicious moan 
Upon the midnight hours; 


But we also see the moments 
Cosmo must endure when his 
team is not winning, in this 
poem, entitled, “Fur is Heavy on 
My Soul.” 


Sometimes I don’t want 

to get out of bed in the morn- 
ings. 

I brood over toast, 

drink Pero, 

angry at God. 


As you can see by this next 
work, sometimes he shoulders 
too much responsibility: 


My Whiskers Feel 


I’ma Double O 

I'm a zero zero 

and when the Coug’s 
lose a game 

my whiskers feel. 


When no little kid is streched 
over 

the bleacher saying, 

“Hey Cos’ how about an 
autograph,” hey pal— 

my whiskers feel. 


And I go home mangy 
and defeated, 

I lap up tomato soup 

it sticks to my whiskers 
like blood. 


Being a drug free, morally 
clean mascot is not always easy, 
as Cosmo says, “Lots. of these 
guys drink cola drinks, but me 


No voice, no lute, no pipe, no incense swect 
Hrom chain-swung ccnser teeming; 
No shrine, no grove, no oracle, no heat 


Of pale-mouth'd prophet dreaming. 


SR art by Scott Calhoun 


ar Fans 


I've got to psyche myself up, you 
know, in my mind. I’ve got to take 
this deprivation stoically and walk 
out on the field like a cat plugged into 
a socket, electric, alive.” 

When Cosmo returned from his 
first long road trip where he met other 
mascots, this poem emerged: “On 
Meeting the Arkansas Razorback.” 


He’s a swine 
a cloven footed devil 
a pig on two legs. 


And there in Arkansas 
a cougar means nothing. 
We playfight on the 50. © 


Tm pawing, 


he’s nose butting. 


The crowd all snorts 
they’re all red— 
necks. 


This big pig has 
Mr. Pibb breath. 


When Cosmo is up, he seems to lose 
himself in the crowd, he is swallowed 
up by the excitement of it. All social 
barriers are broken down, and as evi- 
denced by this next poem, Cosmo 
feels a link with the Winnie the Pooh 
character, Tigger. 


I'm Tigger 
I'm a bouncing 
trouncing 


Jumping cat. 


I'm jazzin’ the 


fans in blue and white 
and my fur suit is 
fittin’ tight. 


And I go kidnap a 
cheerleader and she 

loves it and me— 

this crazy cat 

she’s treating me the same. 


And then, then it doesn’t matter 
That her dad makes 

250 grand a year, 

or that I’m from Idaho. 


Even considering Cosmo’s vir- 
tues, he is still human, at least 
partly, and perhaps a little vain. 
John Kameamea, Cougar lineman, 
overheard Cosmo reciting this 
poem to the rythm of a rap tune in 
the locker roomas he stood in front 
of the mirror before a game: 


I'm a beautiful cat, baby 

my fur is smooth 

If you want to see 

something, just watch me 
groove. 


I’m gonna grab a cheerleader by 
her j 

behind, swing her over my head 
and then she’ll be mine. 


Iam the cat 

I’m on the trail 

from the tip of my nose to the tip 
of my tail, 

my fur is as graceful 

as an Idaho wheat field. 


Cosmo is planning another po- 
etry reading tour this year, this 
time with the Folk Dancers, to all 
the freshman dorm lounges on 
campus, and perhaps, “with the 
right backing,” to a few of the 
study rooms in the Law building. 


In recent interviews, Cosmo has 
explained events of his recent past 
that have up until this time been 
shrouded in mystery. Now, for in- 
stance, we know moreaboutthese- 
lection process he went through to 
be our Cougar mascot. He states: “I 
was at first led into a room where 
there were ninety other men like 
me, dressed up in Cosmo cos- 
tumes. They looked pretty 
down—I guess tryouts had been 
particularly grueling that day, and 
some were not satisfied with how 
they performed—their tails were 
between their legs and many were 
playing Uno quietly in the cor- 
ners.” 

These interviews also help to ex- 
plain some poems in Not For Cou- 
gar Fans Only that have remained- 
confusing for students and critics 
alike of Cougar Poetry. The fol- 
lowing poem, “I Beat the Guy,” 
makes more sense to us now: 


I beat the guy 

who prayed on the mountain, 
who killed that mule deer up 
there, 

who received the dream vision 
that said he would be Cosmo. 


I beat the guy 
who could juggle with his mouth 


open. 
I beat the guy who collected 
$8,000,000 for the University 

in parking fines, 

who felt they owed him some- 
thing. 

I think he works in 

the RB men’s issue room now. 


But most of all, 

I beat Jimmy Osmond: 

I sent him packing, 
thumbing a ride to Payson. 


Cosmo also stuns reviewers of 
his poetry by the Christian values 
he expresses in his poetry. Cosmo 
is a faithful Cougar, as evidenced 
by the following entry: t 


I am passed 

in their hands 

from fan to fan 

like so many condiments, 
like a light beverage. 


I extend my arms, 

look into the heavens, 

see the clouds moving in their 
majesty: 

it is fourth down 

yet I am assured 

and strengthened. 


Cosmo is ananimal, as well asa 
spirited, energetic mascot. At 
times we. see this duality in his 
character, in the way he ap- 
proaches his faith, as in this next 
poem: 


I spin a girl in the air, 
far above. 
She cheers and waves. 
I catch her, 
swing her around my rib cage, 
rocket her over my shoulder, 
pull her back by her Nikes. 
Then I twist her torso 
into the letter W. 
Cheering, I squeeze her 
like an accordian; 

_ yet her hair still bounces, 
big and full and 
I am led to ponder. 


My World is Blue and White is still 
available in the bookstore. 
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Horoscope 


AQUARIUS-A man with unusually hairy ears and knuckles will approach you claiming to be 
your “real” father. Give him some spare change and politely excuse yourself. 


LEO-You will fall asleep during your afternoon class and a sizable pool of drool will accumulate 
on the shoe of the person next to you. Find someone else in class to sit next to. 


TAURUS-It is time to ask yourself a few questions such as “Why am I so deeply moved by Rose- 
anne Barr trivia? “Why does grandma refer to me as ‘noser’?” 


GEMINI-An obnoxious Canadian will sit next to you in the Cougareat and hold a one-sided con- 
versation with his mouth full. Avoid hallucinogens this week. 


SCORPIO-A fter reading an extremely witty and insightful cartoon in The Universe you will rush 
out and buy socks. You will protest the availibility of Rain Man at your local video store and stop 
whining about free agency. 

CANCER-While doing the library headphone tour, you will suddenly realize that you are talking 
to yourself loudly. Conscious of the fact that you look psychotic, you will then hide in the first 


floor washroom for approximately one hour. 


VIRGO-Your name and phone number. will be written on the walls of three separate public 
restrooms this week. You will receive numerous phone calls from a man known only as “Larry.” 


CAPRICORN-The ghost of Elvis will appear to you with timely career advice. Pay close attention 
to the King, and remember to take notes in your Franklin. 


ARIES-The friends of the person you had a date with on Friday will giggle each time you pass 
them. 


LIBRA-You will meet an attractive local while registering for the UVCC winter semester. This 
will be the begining of a long and beautiful love thing. 


PISCES-While looking for a stapler in your roommate's desk, you will encounter photos of her on 
Venice Beach with your fiance. You decide not to ask her to be your maid of honor after all. 


SAGITTARIUS-After taking a larger-than-normal dose of Nyquil, you will wake up to find 
yourself in the back of a pickup in Payson, picking straw out of your hair. 


HALLOWEEN 
MAKEOVERS 


Make your appointment 


now fora Halloween 4 
Makeover by a professional 
makeup artist 


ere are the characters we're brewing up! 


Prices 


H 


Characters 


Appx. Time Characters Prices Appx. Time 


Werewolf 30 min. Mines 20min 
Dracula ‘20 20 min Buddhist Priest 540 40 min. 
Witch a5: 20 min. w/bald cap 


=o Freddie K. $50 60 min. Elvira ‘20 20 min 
= Devils 20 20 min Fantasy 20 20 min 
Frankenstein HS 20 min. Rainbow face 0 15 min 

=| Old Age “15. 20°min. w/glitter 
oom Animal Faces *20 20 min Abstract 15 20 min 
ee Kiss S15 20 min. Clowns 15 20 min 
sm 5a Geisha Girl 520 20 min Cats 20 20 min. 


Joker 20 20 min. Skull Face 15 20 min. 
Cuts & Bruises 3 5 min. Bashed-up Bum ‘5 20 min 


Spanish Fork Provo American Fork University Mall 
798-7051 375-7928 756-8249 225-9621 
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Eges & Grits | Eavesdropper 
by Ken Nishimotu BYU Track 9:34 A.M. Thursday Cultured Girl-”Wow, you don’t Crowd-”Yeah!” 


Steve is making grits. He is a white boy and so I must laugh as he 
cooks his grits. A friend told him all college students eat grits. I think 
his friend is confusing minorities with poverty but I will smile and say 
nothing. 

Steve puts his grits in a pot and adds water. He then reads, “add 
three tablespoons to boiling water.” Steve reads very well. His words 
have a musical quality and fall from his tongue like trickling water— 
water that is often wasted. And Steve comes from Las Vegas. 

Steve is now frying eggs. Eggs and grits. I smile. There is a TV 
dinner in the freezer for me. Steve looks for oil. Butter—no marga- 
rine will suffice. Steve opens the fridge and pulls out a cube. It is 
generic. I wonder what evilness is bound within the black and white 
wrapping. “Half a cube should do,” he says, letting it fall on the stove 
before picking it up and dropping it in the pan. 

“Grits and Eggs,” I think. 

“Does butter evaporate?” he calls bringing me out of my grit 
induced trance. 

“No,” I reply smelling the evil Steve has unleashed upon our 
household. 

The grits are cooked. The eggs are fried. Steve sits to enjoy the 
labours of his hands. His hands are weak and inexperienced and 
Steve's dinner sucks. 

“Eggs and grits,” I think,”Eggs and grits.” 


Ken is penitent and kisses the earth we spit on. 


“FROZEN YOGURT « ICE CREAM 
* SANDWICHES 


‘We blend good taste 
into every bite." 


Sandwiches! 
Sandwiches! 


Sandwiches! 


Yes! The Oasis has fresh deli sandwiches! 


Create your own monument in the desert with 


fresh garnishes, cheese, and 3/4 ounces 0 


SSEB BSB BHReHEe 
@ 


: yogu 
toppings 
with purchase of 


medium or large 
frozen yogurt. ° 


@ 


= Expires 10-15-89 Provo store only “*e, 


Sept. 28 look Spanish, you look Euro- 


pean!” 


Dude-"I just want to tell you one 
thing before I leave for my 
mission: you are the beautiful 
people of Provo!” 

Crowd-"Yeah!” 


Struggling Freshman-”Everything's 
going wrong!” 800 N 200 E Loud Clubby Party 
Counseling Friend-”You're 10:46 P.M. Friday Sept. 29 
negative about everything” 
Struggling Freshman-”No I’m Dude-"I just want to thank you all 
not!” for coming to my farewell bash. You are making this too easy for me! 
In front of the JKHB 2:00 P.M. 
Friday Sept. 29 


Loudmouth Freshman Guy-"It 
would have been bad if you 
hadn't said it because you know 
what you meant, and I thought I 
knew what you meant, but I 
really didn’t. 

Quiet Girl-”Yea.” 


What you CAN'T get for 
$30 at THE RIDGE 
athletic club: 


¢ Lines to stand in 
¢ Binding contracts 
¢ Initiation fees 

¢ Parking hassles 

¢ Long drives 


What you CAN get for 
$30 at THE RIDGE: 


¢ The only stairclimbers in town! 
¢ Life Cycles 

¢ Over 70 weight lifting stations 
¢ 4,500 square feet of aerobics 

¢ 6 racquetball courts 

¢ 1/2 basketball court 

¢ Indoor track 

¢ Saunas, jacuzzis, steam rooms 
« What else is there! 


What else is there? Try it all 
for free! Call 224-6969 now! 


THE RIDGE 
ATHLETIC CLUB 


4303 N. Foothill Dr., 
Provo 224-6969 


In the Quad 10:23 A.M. Friday 
_ Sept. 29 


Cultured Girl-"I’m English and 
Danish.” 

RM-"I'm about 6 or 7 things.” 

Cultured Girl-”Wow, that’s quite a 
mix 

RM-"But I’m mainly Spanish.” 


17” 


Guest Pass 


Good for one FREE visit with 
use of all facilities. 


Prrtrtrrririt trite 


Get To Know Us 
~ Deal! 


EXTRA LARGE 
gourmet crust 
Combination or other 
Specialty Pizza and 
two liters of Coke for 


*10” 


when you pick up. 


Al's Pizza 


PIZZA ¢ PASTA ¢ SUBS 


What if Leonardo had used 
a paint-by-numbers set 
to create the Mona Lisa? 


A lot of pizza places make pizza the 
paint-by-numbers way with canned ingredients 
and conveyor belt ovens. 
At Al's Pizza we create 
masterpiece pizzas one at a time 
with fresh ingredients 
and homemade sauce. 
Then we bake them slowly 
in a real brick oven. 
Our pizzas may take ee 
a few minutes longer Ee oO 
and cost afew centsmore _ Next to ShopKo 
but, so did the Mona Lisa. FREE DELIVERY 


375-0025 
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One Owner's Example 


by Thane Walton 


Kicked out of his house as a rowdy, strong willed 18 year old, Larry H. 
Miller found workasa gopher fora local car dealership in Salt Lake City. The 
realities of life forced him to do some critical prioritizing. He became serious 
about religion (LDS) and family. He also realized the necessity for honesty 
and ethics in a business—selling used cars—that is often criticized for its lack 
of the same. 

Through hard work he was able to climb step by step from hired hand to 
manager of a Toyota dealership in Denver. When he returned to Salt Lake 
from Colorado in 1980 he had acquired seven car dealerships throughout the 
inter-mountain area. Once situated in Salt Lake, he started to show his love 
for sports. He sponsored a fast-pitch softball team has since its creation 
ranked in the world’s top ten for many years. In 1984 he rescued the Utah 
Jazz from Sheik Adnan Kashoggi, assuring them a stable home in Salt Lake. 

In the intervening five years Miller has taken the Jazz from rags to riches 
using essentially the same principles that did the same for him. The Jazz are 


boa family team. They work hard, play unselfishly, and give an honest effort 
_ every time on the court. The players feel strong loyalty to the coaches and 


management, and vice-versa. It is a difficult environment for egotists, as 
Adrian Dantley discovered several years ago. 

Management has also had great patience and concern for individual 
players. Karl Malone and Mark Eaton, both all-stars, give full credit for their 
success to their mentor (former Jazz coach and now Jazz president) Frank 


_ Layden for his patient, steady. work with them. 


Especially reassuring is the strong stance Larry has taken on drug use. 
_ Supportive of rehabilitative efforts, he gives no allowance for the social 
* irresponsability of drug use. John Drew came to the Jazz from Atlanta and 
_ was caught and arrested for substance abuse a few, weeks later. He never 


_ Played ina Jazz uniform. He was supported in his rehabilitative efforts, but 
_ the message was clear. A Larry H. Miller team is a family team—no drugs. 


Larry’s greatest contribution, though, is his example. He has shown that 
beliefin hard and honest work, strong moral principles, and family-liketeam 


_ work brings success. 


Champions of the 80s 


Recently USA Today reported 


kees have combined to win only 


the “80s Big Winners,” or who 
fared best in the decade. The New 
York Yankees have the best regu- 
lar-season record for baseball at 
| 852-707 (.547). Second place goes 
to Detroit with a 838-725 record 
(.536). In football it seems likely 
that the 49ers will win. Their cur- 
rent record is 93-46-1 (.674). The 
| Redskins might overtake them 
with a current record of 89-51 
(636). Interestingly, although 
they have the best regular-season 
victory total, the Tigers and Yan- 


one World Series, whereas the 
49ers and Redskins have a com- 
bined five Super Bowl victories. 
Individual winners include 
Wade Boggs, who’s decade 
average of .352 gives him the ‘80's 
batting title. Mike Schmidt hit 313 
home runs, and Jack Morris won 
162 (the same number of games a 
team plays in one full season). 
Surprisingly, the 80s is the first 
decade since the teens in which no 
one hit 50 home runs in one season. 


A Final Note From Bob Costas 


TWUENT OPED. 


page 9 


Runnin’ Rebel 
Meets Johnny Law 


by Grant Madsen 


Two weeks ago the Nevada Su- 
preme Court cleared the way for the 
NCAA to take action against UNLV 
for 12-year-old rules violations. 
This latest legal development is the 
result of a U.S. Supreme Court deci- 
sion last December that ruled that 
the NCAA, as a private organiza- 
tion, need not provide normal due 
process. Implied in the decision is 
the sovereignty of the NCAA to 
truly act as a governing force, able to 
police athletic events and penalize 
guilty parties without fear of legal 
retribution. 

Although on the surface this 
seems an abuse of civil rights, it is 
actually a long overdue step in the 
right direction for tackling the prob- 
lem of corruption in college sports. 
One of the long standing complaints 
of UNLV, and specifically of the 
coach in question Jerry Tarkanian, 
has been that abuse is rampant in 
college sports, but the NCAA is 
afraid of investigating the “big 


boys” (well-established and very 
successful football and basketball 
teams) and thus picked on smaller, 
less established, universities, suchas 
UNLV. 


This argument is not without merit. 
Only recently has the NCAA dared 
take action against the “big boys,” 
and then only when evidence was 
overwhelming. Itis likely, however, 
that with legal precedence on its side 
the NCAA will gain the nerve to 
investigate and police institutions 
under its jurisdiction more scrupu- 
lously, and without fear of imminent 
reprisal. 

The NCAA isn’t completely out of 
the woods in its legal battle with 
UNLV, though. The school still has 
not paid any penalty for its infrac- 
tions (excepting $300,000 in legal 
fees), and has chosen not to until a 
lower court decides if Coach Jerry 
Tarkanian should be suspended for 
two years, as the NCAA ordered in 
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LAST WEEK 

AN UPSETTING SITUATION 

5 underdogs came through, and all the others, 
(except Dallas), came close. 

Philadelphia 21, N.Y. Giants 19 

Cunningham: career low 106 yards passing, but 59 
in final TD drive. 

Tampa Bay 42, Chicago 35 


San Francisco 24, New Orleans 20 

Niners rob Saints on two questionable TD's. 
LA. Rams 26, Atlanta 14 

Rams alone on Mt. Undefeated. Falcons'QB 
Miller breaks string of 122 completions w/o int. 
Kansas City 20, Seattle 16 

Seahawks: 52 yds. rushing. Watch K.C.'s RB 
Okoye, 3 straight +100 yd. rushing games. 
Washington 30, Phoenix 28 

Cards Vai Sikahema averaged 28 yds. per carry, 
too bad they only gave him the ball once. 
Denver 16, San Diego 10 

A few notches short: McMahon 10-19, 116 yds., 1 
int. Elway 19-35, 199 yds., 1 int. 

New England 23, Houston 13 

AFC's worst offense beats AFC's best. Flutie 11- 
0 in Pats’ Sullivan Stadium. 

Minnesota 24, Detroit 17 

“Hey, I could do that": Lions' QB Hipple 7-18, 
90 yds. passing, 3 int.'s (2 returned for TD's), 
sacked 5 times. All Vikes points in 3rdqtr. 


THIS WEEK 


Houston at Chicago: Bears' defense slowing, 
but offense good enough to win by 5. 

L.A. Rams at Buffalo: If Bills had Kelly, they'd 
knock off Rams. Rats. Rams by 2 FG's. 

Detroit at Tampa Bay: Lions will win by 2. 
Really. RB Sanders will go nuts. 

Green Bay at Minnesota: Could the Pack really 
be back? Not quite, Vikes by 3. 

Miami at Cincinnati: Would Marino give his 
non-throwing arm for a defense? Bengals by 7. 
New England at Atlanta: Tough to call. Final 
score: Pats -7, Falcons -10. 

Washington at N.Y. Giants: What a brutal 
division. A messy 2 pt. Giant win. 

San Francisco at Dallas: Ow ow ow. Maybe 
they'll cancel it. 49ers by 2 Montana to Rices. 
Seattle at San Diego: These teams are very 
similar. One of them will win by 3. 
Indianapolis at Denver: Colts pull upset by 2. 
Dickerson’s ready to have a big game. 
Pittsburgh at Cleveland: Mad Browns win by 
at least 9. 

N.Y. Jets at New Orleans: Saints shine in 
Supershell by six. Say it sheven times. Fast. 
Philadelphia at Phoenix: Eagles by only 2. 
Kansas City at L.A. Raiders: Okoye beats Bo, 
but Raiders beat Chiefs by 4. 


1977. Since the university is a state 
institution, it must provide due 
process when one of its employees is 
to be fired. The court will decide (in 
what will likely become a bench- 
mark decision) whether the NCAA 
has the right to impose penalties on 
specific people and not just institu- 
tions as a whole. Regardless of how 
the court rules, the NCAA can still 
do its greatest damage to a school by 
excluding it from TV appearances 
and post season play, a fate looming 
large on the horizon for UNLV. This 
would exclude the school from one 
of its main sources of revenue, which 
is apparently the best way to give a 
school a stronger ethical conscience. 


Incidentally, Jerry Tarkanian, the 
Runnin’ Rebel himself, responded to 
the Nevada Supreme Court’s deci- 
sion with one sentence. He said, 
“You just take what comes and move 
on.” Apparently without thinking 
too much about the consequences. 
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New Mexico 


BYU 36, WYOMING 20 


WYOMING 0 0O 12 8—20 

BYU 12 10 7 7—36 

BYU- Bellini, 9 yd. nun (kick failed) 

BYU- Whittingham 6 yd. pass from Detmer (pass 
failed) 

BYU- FG Chaffetz 38 yds. 

BYU- Whittingham 16 yd. run (Chaffetz kick) 

WYO- Wood 5 yd. pass from Corontzos (pass 
failed) 

WYO- Gunn 1 yd. nin (kick failed) 

BYU- Matsuzaki 29 yd. pass from Detmer 
(Chaffetz kick) 

WYO- Wood 15 yd. pass from Corontzos (Wiggins 
pass from Corontzos) 

BYU- Corley 6 yd. run (Chaffetz kick) 

wyO BYU 

First downs 18 19 

Rushing yards 36-135 40-127 

227 337 

36 25 

18-39-3 16-30-0 

946 845 

20 20 

747 428 

29:52 30:08 


Penalties-yards 

Time of possession 

LEADERS 

RUSHING: WYO- Dawson 14-53, Rowe 6-14. 
BYU- Whittingham 11-65, Bellini 9-38, 
Corley 7-56. 

PASSING: WYO- Rowe 3-12-1 int., 25 yds. 


Bucs OT Rob Taylor: “It's definitely the biggest vic- 
tory I've experienced in my life." 

Indianapolis 37, Buffalo 14 

Bills 424 yds, total offense, but 4 sacks, 4 int.'s, 2 
fumbles, and Kelly out 4 wks. 

Miami 13, Cleveland 10 OT 

Browns' coach Carson: “Sloppy, sloppy football, 
we had our chances.” 

Green Bay 31, Dallas 13 

First Packers win in which they didn't have to come 
from behind by at least 15 pts. In case you're 
wondering, Cowboys’ worst season 1960: 0-11-1. 


During the first game of the American League Championship Series Bob 
Costas made an interesting observation. Noting that each team played every 
other team in the league an equal number of times, and since no team can play 
itself, a team ends up playing more games against teams of the opposite di- 
: vision than its own division. This would seemingly undermine the notion 
. that the two division champions represent the two best teams in the league. 
_ Hecontinued to argue that, this being the case, the two teams with the two 
best records should play in the Championsip Series. Definitely food for 
Royal’s thoughts. 


Corontos 15-27-2 int., 202 yds. BYU- Detmer 
16-30-0 int., 337 yds. 

RECEIVING: WYO- Wiggins 7-110, Gilmore 5-55, 
Wood 4-30. BYU- Whittingham 6-127, 
Matsuzaki 3-87, Bellini 3-28, 

ATTENDANCE: 65,630. 


COLLEGE FOOTBALL 
#1 Notre Dame topped Stanford 27-17. 
#2 Miami Fla. flambéd Cincinnati 56-0. 
#3 Colorado massacred Missouri 49-3. 
#4 Nebraska steamrolled Kansas St. 58-7. 
#5 Michigan creamed Wisconsin 24-0. 
#6 Tennessee overcame Georgia 17-14. 
#7 Arkansas pummelled TCU 41-19. 
#8 USC beat Washington 24-16. 

#9 Pitt mobbed Temple 27-3. 

#10 Houston plastered Baylor 66-10. 


STAT OF THE WEEK Not exactly a stat, but the 
best argument vs. playing in Phoenix's 95 degree 
heat. San Diego linernan Burt Grossman took 
himself out of a game there with two minutes 
remaining, claiming he saw a mirage of a poo! full 
of beer on the 50 yard line. No kidding. 
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The Lorax and 
the Environment 


by Joanna Brooks 


Every evening this summer, I 
went trespassing. 

I would steal my brother’s moun- 
tain bike and weave it between coils 
of barbed wire or run, dodging be- 
hind trees to escape the eyes of con- 
struction bosses. I was always 
armed with a fake I.D.. When you 
live in Orange County, California, 
you learn quickly that you don’t 
mess with its largest land develop- 
ing firm, the Irvine Company. 

Once my home backed up to the 
last pocket of the Irvine Ranch, a vast 
stretch of orange and avocado trees 
that, due to the graces of irrigation, 
became as much a staple of Orange 
County agriculture as buckthorn 
and tumbleweeds. Méiraculously, 
wild things still lived there: pos- 
sums, coyotes, raccoons, skunks, ta- 
rantulas, and rattlesnakes. The envi- 
ronment did not have the breathtak- 
ing beauty of the Wasatch—Mother 
Nature had not invested in it such 
grand proportions or colors. 

In the past years, economics has 
dealt a cruel blow to the endangered 
patches of trees and splotches of 
wildlife. InOrange County, housing 
prices have skyrocketed. A new 
three bedroom, two and a half bath- 
room home with enough yard to 
plant one rose bush sells for 
$450,000—to the buyer who lined up 
and camped out for five days to get 
the bid. 

Realizing that the income from an 
acre invested in orange trees was far 
less than an acre under a set of con- 
dominiums, the Irvine Ranch be- 
came the Irvine Company, and a 
monster corporation was born. Year 
after year, the ranch eroded away at 
its edges under the march of legions 
of bulldozers, cement mixers, and 
prospective buyers. 

And this summer, the bulldozers 
came to my backyard. Once, where 
I used to run with my cross-country 
team over the first ridge of hills, 
down the rocky ravines where the 
coyotes hid in the sagebrush, there 
was now a wasteland of torn earth. 

Later came the graders, marking 
the earth with surveying stakes. My 
twelve year old brother and I would 
sneak onto the ranch at nightfall and 
pull out all the surveying stakes 
which plotted the certain doom of 
our mountain bike and run-away 
terrain. 

Wherever I traveled on the dying 
ranch, I saw mountain lion tracks 


circle in the sand of newly plowed 
roads, looking for old landmarks 
and bearings. Onenight,a mountain 
lion met me in the dark, lost and 
disoriented on a new paved road 
that cut through his forest kingdom. 

Rows of imitation Tudor homes, 
and a golf course replaced the or- 
ange trees and grazing land. I knew 
that when I returned next summer, 


iy 


another housing project with a fake 
Spanish name would occupy the 
place where I stood. 

And I heard the words of a favor- 
ite literary character: I am the Lorax, 
I speak for the trees, I speak for the trees 
for the trees have no tongues. (The_Lo- 
rax, Dr. Suess) 


~ NEN 


I got my first taste of the beauty of 
Utah’s Wasatch when I went on a 
class geology camp-out in Rock 
Canyon. There is no fall in Southern 
California, and I drank in the bril- 
liant palette of colors with the eager- 
ness of an infant. I could not believe 
that the cliffs and hillsides covered 
with pine and maple and the rivers 
and trails weaving deep into forest 
colored with crimson and peach and 
gold were only a few miles from 
where | lived. 

Yet, I sensed in the beauty a fore- 
boding. I learned last summer that 
trees cannot speak over the din of 
dealing developers and ringing cash 
registers. And my hunch was cor- 
rect. 


TUDENT 


A South African businessman 
named Victor Borcherds has just 
obtained the financing to take Maple 
Mountain, Y Mountain, Provo Peak, 
Slide Canyon, and Rock Canyon to 
the base of Squaw Peak and turn it 
into Seven Peaks Resort. 

The first two of five phases have 
already been completed for this $100 
million dollar project. Provo is al- 
ready lucky enough to have the new 
Excelsior and the Seven Peaks water 
park, complete with over 30 water 
attractions including an 18,000 foot 
wave pool with 14 different wave 


‘patterns, a 5,000 foot children’s 


Water Paradise, and an “electronic 
video arcade with all the hottest new 
games!” Wow. 

“Look, Lorax...I'm being quite 
useful, this thing is athneed. A thneed’s 
a Fine-Something-That-All-People 
Need!” The Lorax said, “Sir! You are 
crazy with greed. There is no one on 
earth who would buy that fool thneed!” 

Next, construction will begin on 
phase three: a tram running from 300 
North up the face of Maple Moun- 
tain, carrying a projected 617,000 
people a year. 

And soon, the crowning achieve- 
ment: Seven Peaks Ski Resort and 


SR art by Scott Hendricks 


Lodge. At its completion, it will 
boast 2,135 skiable acres, 100 runs, a 
total vertical drop of 2850 vertical 
feet and 350,000 skiers a year. The 
resort will earn $10 million per sea- 
son. (Compare the statistics to Park 
City’s 2200 acres and 82 runs.) 

Certainly the mammoth ski resort 
will boost a sagging Utah County 
economy and, for this grace, it is a 
welcome addition. But it will also 
bring at least 4000 out-of-the area 
skiers into Provo every winter day, 
sending 2500 vehicles down I-15 and 
Provo’s main streets. 

The development will also have 
an adverse impact on the environ- 
ment. It will clear trees from 633 
acres of mountain, either by burning 
or herbicide use. The burning, ac- 
cording to the July 7, 1989 Environ- 
mental Impact Study (EIS), “will 
amplify the levels of carbon monox- 
ide levels which already exceed EPA 
standards.” 

The herbicide use would “se- 
verely impact the watershed” send- 


see Lorax page 12 
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Summer in Washington: 
Humidity and 
Congressional Ethics 


by Howard Nielson, Jr. 


Washington spent last summer evaluating the United States Congress 
and its income, perquisites, and campaign finances. Everyone had a 
suggestion for reform: the whole issue was as pervasive (and occasionally 
as oppressive) as D.C.’s notorious humidity. For those of you who missed 
both the humidity and the debate, I will discuss the issue of campaign fi- 
nancing. 

In recent years, more than 90% of the House of Representatives have 
been reelected every two years. This percentage bodes ill for our democ- 
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racy. Challengers have virtually no chance of unseating all but the most 
inept or scandal-ridden incumbents. And incumbents, practically im- 
mune from the threat of losing an election, become insensitive to the 
desires of their constituents. Congress becomes a lifetime career. _ 

I think the system of campaign funding adopted in the early 1970s is 
largely to blame for this ossification. Political action committees provide 
hundreds of thousands of dollars to individual campaign committees. 


Though at first political action committees contributed mainly to candi- 
dates sympathetic to their aims, PAC’s have come to contribute almost — 


solely to incumbents. Congressmen who least need campaign funds often 
receive the most. These contributions have become less meaningful as a 
campaign tool, and more meaningful as a lobbying tool. Meanwhile, the 
challengers have virtually no chance at raising funds anywhere near 
equal to the PAC money of the incumbents. Congress, when it created the 
current campaign contribution laws, compounded this problem by lim- 
iting personal campaign contributions to $1000 per person per election. 
Even a popular challenger, confronting an incumbent with hundreds of 
thousands of PAC dollars, cannot hope to raise an equitable sum of 
money at only a thousand dollars a shot. 

Some people have suggested the elimination of political action commit- 
tees as a solution for this problem. Although I think they have abused 
their power, I oppose the total elimination of PAC’s. Large lobbying 
groups do have legitimate interests and a right to participate in politics. 
I do think the amount of PAC money any one candidate may receive per 
election should be limited—to perhaps $100,000 per representative, with 
more leniency to senators who represent larger populations. And I think 
individual contribution limits should be raised from $1000 to $2500. 

These changes would give the challenger a chance again. And since 
each congressman would be limited to a certain amount of PAC money, 
he would be unableto accept money from every PAC. He would probably | 
accept only the money from the PAC’s with which he agrees. The other 
PAC’s, who disagree with the congressman and only want to buy his 
influence anyway, would be more likely, in turn, to support his opponent. 
Gradually PAC spending would return to its original purpose as a cam- 
paign tool and not as a lobbying tool. 

I suppose the ultimate solution to the re-election problem would be a 
legal limitation of the number of terms a representative or senator can 
serve. The President can serve only two terms. Would it be unreasonable 
to limit representatives to six terms (twelve years) and senators to two 
terms (also twelve years)? The current Congress would never adopt these 
measures—they would be voting themselves out of office. But suppose 
they used a “grandfather clause” and said that all congressmen elected 
after the year 1992 may serve only twelve years. Those who attempt to 
buy votes would be less likely to invest money in men who serve for only 
twelve years than in men who currently serve as long as thirty years. 

Surely Congress could use some new blood. I am sure Jim Wright 
wouldn’t have broken the law as flagrantly during his first twelve years 
as he did last year. When a man is in office for thirty years, he loses touch 
with the people he serves and begins to think himself above the law. 

It will probably be several years before anyone with enough power to 
makea difference decides to push for a legal limit on congressional terms. 
Until that time Congress should strictly enforce its personal income laws 
and dramatically modify the current campaign finance system. 
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- The Personhood of the Unborn 


by William Norman Grigg - 


Much of the frustration produced A recent issue of Omni magazine 
by the abortion debateisthe product contains another example of such 
ofanattitudetraceabletoJohnStuart contrariness. The cover story, “Pre- 
Mill. In On Liberty Mill asserted that school,” discusses some of the find- 
“If all mankind minus one were of _ingsof Dr. Thomas Verny, a Toronto 
oneopinion...mankind would beno _ psychologist who has been conduct- 
more justified in silencing that one 
person than he, if he had the power, 
would be justified in silencing man- 
kind.” 

Mill’s reasonable concern was that 
the marketplace of ideas would 
remain receptive to unpopular 
ideas. However, the sentiment ex- 
pressed by Mill has grown into a 
tendency to believe that all opinions 
are of equal merit. In the abortion 
debate, this attitude has imposed a 
burden of proof upon the Right To 
Life movement that is impossible to 
dispatch. 

I confronted this burden of proof 
as a guest on a radio talk show. A 
caller insisted that the humanity of 
the unborn child was a proposition 
that could be accepted as truth only 
“if we all agree.” A corollary to this 
_ proposition is that the disagreement 

of one individual could prevent an 
acceptance of the humanity of the 
unborn. 

Trying to satisfy this standard of 
evidence is as pointless as attempt- 
ing to overtake a horizon. The hu- 
manity of the unborn child is an 
empirical question. However, the ing experiments to establish two- 

personhood of the unborn —theallo- _ way communication between the 

cation of political rights, including | womband the outside world. Verny 
legal protection —is a metaphysical has discovered that by the fourth 
one. This country has’ dealt with month of pregnancy the fetus has a 
metaphysical questions of equality _ well-developed sense of taste and 
that are every bit as vexing as the touch and reacts to uncomfortable 
question of the personhood of the 
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changes in its environment. By 
roughly the same time, the fetus can 
be observed sleeping and waking. 
Thumb sucking is observable before 
the end of the second month. 

However, Verny’s research has 


not altered his views about abortion. 
“The new information does not 
mean that we should take choice 
away from women,” Verny insists. 
Why? Well, just because. Just because 
he doesn’t think so. Perhaps if he 
succeeds in establishing communi- 


unborn. It seems peculiar that one OUGAR CABLE CHANNEL 


generation after the Civil Rights 


Struggle many champions of Civil Channel 8 at BYU Chonnel 24 on TC! Channel 40 on Insight 
yf 


Rights insist that we must remain 
agnostic about the personhood of 
the unborn. 

In a conversation with a student 
on campus here at BYU, asked why 
it is unreasonable to perceive the 
anti-abortion struggle as a continu- 
ation of the emancipation effort: that 
is, as an effort to construct an inclu- 
sive community in which human 
beings are treated as ends in and of 
themselves. He replied that “Tt just 
isn’t the same thing.” How is it not 
the same thing? “It just isn’t.” 

This is the reaction of somebody - 
who has thrown up a barricade of 
contrariness around his opinion, 
thereby shielding it from evidence. 
He readily conceded that no evi- 
dence I could provide would change 
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This student is not alone; his recal- 
citrance is quite typical of many 
regarding the abortion question. 
However, it is not for that reason 
defensible. Reasonable people 
should be able to recognize that the 
accumulation of facts sometimes 
requires a revision of one’s opinions. 
However, if one proceeds from the 
assumption that disagreement with 
a proposition is enough to disprove 
the truth of that proposition, one is 
not under the obligation to think 
reasonably. 
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cation with the womb, Verny could 
consult the fetus for a second opin- 
ion. 

Both Verny and the BYU student 
mentioned above will not let the 
satisfaction of empirical questions 
about the humanity of the fetus taint 
their judgement regarding the meta- 
physical question. Both of them re- 
gard the fetus as a type of humanity 
that is the property of another hu- 
man. The BYU student was em- 
phatic on this point: since the begin- 
ning of time, he declared, the woman 
has had complete control over the 
fetus. 

However, medical ethics since 
Hippocrates have recognized limits 
upon the dominion of the woman 
over the life of a human fetus. The 
notion that the fetus has the legal 
standing of a lump of hamburger in 
the woman’s stomach is an ethical 
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heresy of relatively recent vintage. 

Then again, there is nothing really 
new about the concept of human 
beings as the property of other 
human beings. When asked to ex- 
plain how his concept of the fetus as 
property differs significantly from 
the idea of (for example) black 
people as property, the student re- 
plied, “It just does.” 

The bigotry behind the refusal to 
recognize the humanity of the un- 
born is of a piece with the bigotry 
that legitimized slavery. Both thé™" 
emancipation effort and the anti- 
abortion struggle have attempted to 
bring our society into harmony with 
the First Principles we profess. In the 
battle to end slavery we were able to 
recognize that not all opinions are 
created equal. The abortion debate 
will require that we onceagain make 
that determination. 
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ing poisons flowing down the mountains during spring runoff. 

Speaking of runoff, the destruction of so many trees in a high-danger 
erosion area would increase peak run-off by 74% and the danger of summer 
flooding from “down pours following ski run clearings.” The projected 
erosion would add much sediment into the water supply in Rock and Slate 
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YOUR LOCAL S(HOOL BOARD CONSIDERS AN INCREASE To THE BUDGE T 


Henry “Hank” Grobel, 
owner of Grobel 
Hardware, thinks kids 
today should be 
trained more in retail 


Arthur “An” Windwort, 
CPA, elected on 
promise to get the 
district's books in 
order. Favors cutting 


Margaret “Margaret” 
Bloptz, former mother 
of three, favors a 
“back to basics” 
approach. Opposes 


George “Mr.” Smith, 
former local English 


‘teacher, was elected 


because of his 
experience as an 


Elizabeth Ann Boot, 
insurance agent, 
favors a well-insured 
school and a very 
well-insured fleet of 


Robert “Bob” Roberts 
favors a lot more 


“spending for sports, 


the sciences, higher 
salaries for teachers, 


Canyons, causing a problem for the city’s water quality. (The city’s water 
supply would already be down 245,000 gallons per day to nurse the resort.) 
And what do you do with this leftover goo? You put it in our rippulous ponds, 
where the Humming-Fish hum, but now they are gone. 
Elk, deer, and peregrine falcon populations are expected to flee or face 
further endangerment. And, in what is perhaps the most disheartening line Is 
in the entire EPA report, “the present relatively isolated outdoor experience 


available would be lessened.” 


Now all that was left ‘neath the bad-smelling sky was my big empty factory, the 


Lorax, and I. 


I comeas a witness from a place where there were never enough “Rancho 
Alisal condominiums” to satiate the demand and where developers’ dreams if 
came like a thief in the night to steal away the last miles of landscape. All we 
have to show for the sacrifice of the land is a few new “Santiago Villa 
townhomes” and a new In-N-Out Burger. 

| appreciate warnings from my friend the Lorax: Unless someone like you 
cares a whole awful lot, nothing is going to get better. It’s not....Plant a new tree. 
Treat it with care. Give it clean water. And feed it freshair. Growa forest. Protect ; 
it from axes that hack. Then the Lorax and all of his friends may come back. ee 


Testimonies from page 3 


vinced of anything, even of some- 
thing wrong. I also believe that the 
missionary’s attitude that we must 
know with our minds becomes the 
antithesis of true worship. He said 
several times in reference to Joseph 
Smith, modern prophets, and many 
of our other doctrines of the restora- 
tion that is was not enough to believe 
in something like that; it must be 
known. My response now would be 
that it is not enough to know, we 
must believe. Even those with testi- 
monies anchored on years of experi- 
ence with the Spirit must realize that 
no one can prove that knowledge to 
anyone, and therefore they cannot in 
truth prove it to themselves. Their 
testimonies, even after all of the 
overwhelming feelings, are based on 
faith. 

Before the missionaries left, I was 
able to tell them how I felt about the 
Book of Mormon, Joseph Smith, and 
the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter- 
day Saints. More powerful than that 
testimony, however, was the spirit 
whichconveyed my testimony of the 
divine leadership in the Church 
today. I appreciated the fact that 
after they had asked me how I felt 
about the leaders in my church, they 
listened to my answer and did not 
try to analyze something that I obvi- 
ously held sacred. 

As they prepared to leave, | said, 
“I respect your knowledge of the 
Bible. My problem is that I have met 
dozens of men who have known the 
Bible just as well and disagreed with 
you completely. Who can tell me 
that they were wrong and you are 
right?” 

He said arrogantly that he had 
never met anyone who know the 
scriptures as well as himself. As he 
left, he was saying under his breath, 
“Kid, you have got a problem.” 

The irony of it all was that he was 
probably right, but I admitted it 
frankly. He did not. 
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Got an article?| 


Slip it into locker 
| #300, ELWC 
(across from the 
bowling alley). 


merchandising. He sports and arts as_ teachers’ request for 
favors the start of a frills. Recent quote, new books until they 
new “hardware arts” “You can’t put music account for all the old 
program for students in the bank.” ones. Opposes 
from seventh {0 js against any teachers’ request for 
twelfth grade. budget Increase. more salary until they 
Is against any account for the salary 
budget increase. they already got. 
against any 
budget Increase. 


educator. However, buses, preferably hot lunches, field 
Mr. Smith has quit insured by the Boot trips, Head Start 
teaching to open his Insurance Agency. programs, a lot more 
own video store. He Otherwise she is spending on arts, 
now opposes any willing to go along dance and music, 
increase in property wit) the majority, favors summer “fun” 
taxes and therefore which makes her camp. “Bob” favors 
is, against any against any -spending more on 
budget Increase. budget Increase. anything you name. 
: Favors a hefty 

budget increase. 
Unfortunately, “Bob" 
= couldn't be here 
a F tonight. He's at a 
‘ y strategy meeting of 

the “Bob” Roberts for 
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DANZ 
The Christian Science Monitor 
Los Angeles Times Syndicate 
WRITE FOR 
INSCAPE, THE BYU 


LITERARY MAGAZINE. 


Now THAT You'RE 
A CAPITALIST... 
.- 1 WANT YOU 


What do we need? To MEET SoME PEOPLE... 


* poetry 
* personal essay 


OVER $300 IN PRIZES 


Entries due 20 October, 
1989, in 1102JKHB. 

All submissions must be 
typed & include cover 
sheets (available in 1102) 
Contest winners will be 
announced at our Fall 
Awards Ceremony. DAN ZIGI=® 


The Christian Science Monitor 
Los Angeles Times Syndicate 


“‘My chem lab report is due Monday. 
My English lit. paper is due Tuesday. 
My economics paper is due on Wednesday. 
And the big game’ tomorrow.” 


PS/2 it! 


How’re you going to do it? 


Now, super savings on PS/2%. 


Be ready for this semester with the IBM Personal System/2.° 
Choose from five complete packages of hardware and software— 
all at special low student prices. Whats more, when you pur- 
chase a PS/2® you can get the exciting new PRODIGY ® 
service at less than half the retail price* Strike while the 
prices are hot. Pick the PS/2 that’s right for you. 


Model 25 Model 30 286 Model 50 Z Model 55 SX 
8525-001 8530-E21 ; 8550-031 8555-061 


Processor 


3.5" diskette drive 
Fixed disk drive 


Micro Channel” 
architecture 


Display 8513 Color 8513 Color 8513 Color 8513 Color 


DOS 4.0 


Microsoft® Windows/286 Microsoft Windows/286 Microsoft Windows/286 ‘Microsoft Windows /386 
hDC Windows Express™ Word 5.0° Word 5.0 Excel* Word 5.0;* Excel’ 

hDC Windows Express hDC Windows Express hDC Windows Express 

hDC Windows Manager™ hDC Windows Manager hDC Windows Manager hDC Windows Manager 


hDC Windows Color™ hDC Windows Color hDC Windows Color hDC Windows Color 


IBM Printers 

Proprinter™ Ill w/Cable (4201/003) $3972 
Proprinter X24E w/Cable (4207/002)  $53722 
Proprinter XL24E w/Cable (4208/002) $720%2 


For a personal demonstration call the BYU PS/2 team 
at 373-8180. BYU Back-to-School special available 
at the BYU Bookstore until October 31, 1989. 


“Microsoft Word and Excel are the Academic Editions. This offer is limited to qualified students, faculty and staff who order an IBM PS/2 Model 8525-001, 8530-E21, 8550-031, 8555-061 or 8570-E61 on or before October 31, 1989. Prices 
quoted do not include sales tax, handling and/or processing charges. Check with your institution regarding these charges. Orders are subject to availability. IBM may withdraw the promotion at any time without written notice. 


18M, Personal System/2 and PS/2 are registered trademarks, and Proprinter and Micro Channel are trademarks, of International Business Machines Corporation. Microsoft is a registered trademark of Microsoft Corporation. HDC Windows Express, HDC Windows Manager 
and hOC Windows Color are trademarks of HOC Computer Corporation. 80386SX and 80386 are trademarks of Intel Corporation. PRODIGY is a registered trademark of Prodigy Services Company. a partnership ol IBM and Sears. © IBM Corp. 1989 
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Rock & Roll’ Ss Summer Revival 


The Who Shows Us Why 


by Michelle Moore 


_ For those who haven't forgotten 
Rock ‘n Roll, The Who’s 25th Anni- 
versary Reunion Tour was no less 
than a historical event. The concert 
gave older people a chance to see 
their favorite band come back from 
the dead, and younger people a 
chance to see a legend in the flesh. 

_ When The Who announced plans 
_ fora nation-wide tour, with no new 
record out to justify it, the tour 
seemed to be the sort of exercise in 
nostalgia that is below the group’s 
stature and honor. There was also 
the reported multi-million dollar 
“sponsorship deal with a brewing 
~ company, and the band admitted to 

_ Rolling Stone magazine that the tour 

_was for mercenary reasons only. De- 
“spite these negative points, millions 
S devoted fans such as myself 
sught-or scalped tickets to see the 
shows, ‘with mingled feelings of 
»_Wariness and curiosity. Would The 
_ Who still be able to pull if off? With 

one band member dead and one 

half-deaf, would these middle-aged 
_tockers be able to live up to their 
name? And then there’s that annoy- 
ing fact that The Who had assembled 

a 12-piece back-up group, usually 

the last recourse of a bunch of oldies 

who don't feel like playing theirown 


music anymore. C’mon now. These 
are the guys who sang the famed 
lyrics,”....hope I die before get old.” 

All fears and doubts were dis- 
pelled for concert-goers when the 
Who took the stage of the Oakland 
Coliseum, Tuesday the 29th of Au- 
gust. Bounding onto the stage, the 
three surviving members of The 
Who—Pete Townshend, Roger Dal- 
trey and John Entwistle—stormed 
into an abbreviated version of their 
1969 rock opera, “Tommy,” and any 
doubts about the purpose and na- 
ture of the tour evaporated in the 
heat of the group’s music. 

Three hours later, when their 
show came to a close, it was clear 
that, economics and other motives 
aside, The Who had come primarily 


to play, pethope in spite of them-_ 


selves. 
In between, the show proved to be 


‘an exhausting history of the group, 


with songs drawn from every point 
of its long career. Older classics such 
as. “Substitute” and “I Can’t Ex- 
plain” were played with a brittle 
brilliance, with Townshend slashing 
away at his Rickenbacker guitar. Old 
favorites such as Entwistle’s “Boris 
the Spider” were added, not because 
they were hits, but because they sim- 
ply were favorites that no old Who 
fan could do without. But the hits 


were not missing either. Songs such 
as “I Can See For Miles,” “Magic 
Bus,” and “Who Are You” fell upon 
the ecstatic crowd, who worked 
themselves into a fevered pitch 
when a rousing rendition of that 
timeless tune about the American 
Revolution, “Won’t Get Fooled 
Again,” was played with perfection. 
Quadrophenia wasn’t forgotten, ei- 
ther; “5:15” and “Love, Reign O’er 
Me” were sheer magnificence. 

In this deluge of hits, the group’s 
epochal “My Generation” was in- 
sinuated almost nonchalantly, as if 
The Who felt no need to emphasize 
its role in rock history. 

Although the band members were 
sporting a few more gray hairs than 
in years gone by, some things never 
change. Daltrey still lassoed his 
microphone chord and ran in place, 
Townshend still windmilled, and 
Entwistle still stood impassively to 
the side, playing his bass as thoughit 
were the only thing in the world that 
mattered. But gone were the guitar- 
smashing and amplifier destroying 
gimmicks of the old days; an older, 
gentler band kept their instruments 
intact and cautioned the audience to 
“drive home safely.” (Although 
Pete, at the end of “Who Are You,” 
couldn’t resist throwing his guitar 
across the stage. Give him a break, 
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he’s not 50 yes.) 

All in all, the motley crowd of 
Who fans from all age groups, from 
all over the Bay Area, were not let 
down on August 29th. Ifthe range of 
Daltrey’s voice has subsided some- 
what with the years, his charisma 
and confidence haven't sagged a bit. 
Entwistle may have a full head of 
gray hair, but he proved that he is 
still one of the virtuosos of the rock 
bass. His bass solo on “My Genera- 
tion” eclipsed the recorded original 
in complexity and instrumental wit. 
Drummer Simon Phillips, without 
even trying to imitate the late and in- 
imitable Keith Moon, propelled the 


group with a dexterity and exuber- 
ance that were breathtaking. 

And Pete? 

This legendary genius of guitar 
played as though pulling at some 
inner chord within him. For the 
briefest of moments, he seemed to 
come unglued, as if he became what 
he was playing. 

It was the stuff that rock music, or 
any music for that matter, is about. 
The stuff that beer sponsorships 
can’t buy. It is the What of the Who. 


Michelle’s bedroom has been de- 
scribed as “a shrine to the sixties.” 


Rattlesnakes and Goosebump 
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by Janelle Detton 


Wearrived at Folsum for our first 
weekend of lake lifeguard training 
expecting deluxe accommodations. 
What we got was Folsum Lodge, 
wherethe pictures were nailed to the 
walls and the black and white TVs 
only projected images if my room- 
mates or! held the antenna in just the 
right place. 

There were three girls in one tiny 
room, and the girl unlucky enough 
to arrive last got the pre-World War 
II bed that we had to assemble and 
hope that it wouldn’t collapse. Our 
first breakfast was a stale bagel left 
over from the car ride from the night 
before. 

That morning, we lined up on the 
beach in our sweats and speedos to 
meet our oppressors. The man in 
charge wasa sadist named Sylvestri, 
whose nose length matched his tal- 
ent for dishing out pain. His wife 
and he were expecting their first 
child. I pitied the child. 


s at Folsom Lodge 


speedos. There we wereat 8:00in the 
morning, shivering as freezing off- 
shore winds hit us in the face. The 
lake before us was a cold, grayish 
color filled with white capped 
waves. Sylvestri barked out our first 
assignment: to swim out to a buoy 
that I couldn’t even see. Sylvestri 
asked if we were ready. We all 
screamed, hoping it was a night- 
mare. It wasn’t. 

We ran en masse, eyes and lungs 
bulging as we hit the water. The first 
three minutes I concentrated on not 
hyperventilating in the frigid water. 
And then we swam, making me- 
chanical motions until we got a 
rhythm. The trainers (in their wet- 
suits, of course) patrolled on the 
rescue boards in case someone had a 
bad reaction tothe water. Somehow, 
we all made it around the buoy, 
gagging as we swallowed the white 
caps. Rushing to the shore was the 
last of our ecstasy and exhaustion. 


He told us to strip down to our please see Snakes on page 14 


od pt ketones 


“ 
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Snakes from page 13 


That was the first of the dreaded daily “vitamins,” as Sylvestri called them. 
The masochists in the group thrived, while those a bit more timid hoped 
merely to survive without throwing up. That, of course, was the extreme 
trial, but those who “upchucked the boogie,” as a trainer so endearingly put 
it, were viewed with a certain respect as having given all they had to give. I 
can vividly remember two individuals who did vomit. It wasn’t a pretty 
sight, but you had to mentally give the guy a pat on the shoulder and a 
cheer. 

Each morning, I got up with lumps of raw fear in my gut. I had very 
violent, bizarre dreams throughout the two weekends of training. The one 
most real to me was of a person I was trying to kill. In my dream, I had a 
HUGE butcher knife and I was stabbing a man in the chest, over and over 
again, perhaps a hundred times. But nothing would kill him. The cartilage 
in his chest wouldn’t break, and then suddenly his whole chest collapsed. I 
killed him. It was very strange. 

But I was little prepared for the last day’s “vitamin,” said by Sylvestri to 
be rather placid compared to the infamous “multi-vitamin.” His mother 
raised a liar. It was truly a hellish experience. Basically, we had to sprint to 
the water from the lifeguard tower, swim to the buoy line, back to the shore 


~ andthenextalternatetower, then another sprintrun to the waterand another 


swim to the buoy line, all the way down the beach and back. About halfway 
through, on my ninth swim to the buoy line, | thought I was going to lose it 
all. [have never felt so physically ill in all my life. I was praying that] would 
not get sick. Amazingly, I didn’t. When! ran tothe finish line, I felt like I was 
flying. I could do anything. 

Looking back, I guess those two weekends at Folsum training weren’t 
completely hell. In fact, ona few occasions, it was hilariously silly. One day 
my group was learning first aid bandaging techniques when we heard. 
several ranger truck sirens. Moments later a ranger drove up and said that 
a little girl was missing and presumed to be down somewhere along the 
shore of the lake. After all our training, people went berserk. We scrambled 
to get our snorkels, masks, and fins, as we tore off sweats to expose speedos. 
Only one guy forgot that he had changed earlier and that he was wearing his 
Fruit of the Looms. But he didn’t notice. Thenas he raced to get his gear from 
his car, he yelled, “S—! There’s a rattler under my car!” Everyone jumped. 
By then half the group was practically hysterical, while the other halfignored 
the situation and ran to the beach to find that it was all a mistake. The girl 
had only wandered off. And later we discovered the snake wasn’t a rattle- 
snake, it was a garter snake. 

The thing I liked best about the training was the camaraderie. Even while 
we were swimming during “vitamins,” someone would yell “Don’t stop— 
keep going!” It made youswim harder. And then as you were just dragging 
in to the finish line, everyone would yell for you to keep going and cheer you 
until you made it. It wasn’t so much how you placed, although there was 
keen competition, but that you had made it at all. 

I worked asa lifeguard for Clear Lake State Park where nothing happened 
all summer—no drownings, no heart attacks, not even a bee sting. Ina way, 
I was glad, but then! wish we could have called something big in on the radio 
likea planecrashing into the side ofthe mountain or Mount Konoctierupting 
and raining lava into the lake. I guess that after the traumatic experience at 
Folsum Lake, fate was playing an ironic trick on us by letting us quietly roast 
away in the tower all summer. 


Janelle used to attend BYU Hawaii., but now visits Gary's grandfather. 


You Cannot Serve Both Jean and 


by John Beynon 

The film industry’s obsession 
with making sequels is unfortunate. 
Great movies like Jaws, Rocky, and 
Friday the 13th were diminished in 
some ways by a tasteless, often eter- 
nal, string of sequels. Of course, 
there are exceptions; Aliens and the 
latest Indiana Jones movie attest to 
that. But most people are unfamiliar 
with sequels to so-called “art films,” 
and one would expect the sequel to 
the marvelous film Jean de Florette, to 
match its parent. Not so with Manon 
of the Spring. 

Claude Berri creates a beautiful 
world in the countryside of France 
with Jean de Florette. The elements 
surrounding the plot of Jean are 
simple, yet these become central in 
determining the destiny of the char- 
acters. A few carnations ignite 
greed; raising rabbits becomes an 
intricate science; and a spring of 
water is worth killing for. Within the 
story, Berri allows subtle references 
to objects, reminiscences, and re- 
marks to work on the mind of the 
viewer. 

The performances in Jean are as- 
tounding because theactors develop 
their characters into full, believable, 
and truly interesting people. Yves 
Montand’s sly and opportunistic 
Cesar and Daniel Auteuil’s bum- 
bling, sensitive, yet business- 
minded Ugolin are fascinating. For 
them, killing a manis simply a fortu- 
nate mistake. When his neighbor 
insults the family name, Soubeyran, 
Cesar swings the offender in circles 
by the legs and tosses him headlong 
against a rock. Supposing the man is 
dead, Cesar and his nephew, Ugolin, 
prop the body against a tree and 
reassure themselves that it will seem 
that their neighbor fell from the 
branches. Cesar’s preoccupation 
with his heritage and his mysterious 
relationship with Jean’s mother offer 
a world of possibilities for the 
viewer. 

Gerard Depardieu’s portrayal of 
Jean, the hunchback, is no less com- 
pelling. Jean represents all the quali- 
ties that the Soubeyrans lack, as he 
struggles to farm and raise his rab- 
bits without rain or knowledge of 
the spring located on his property. 
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His digression from idealism to des- 
peration is a tribute to Depardieu’s 
acting skills. 

But what Depardieu provides 
Jean in the first movie, Emmanuelle 
Beart denies Jean’s grown daughter, 
Manon in the sequel, Manon of the 
Spring. In fact, most of the original 
characters of Jean are two-dimen- 
sional and stagnant in Manon of the 
Spring. Only Ugolin hints at devel- 


- opmentas he fosters a torrid passion 


for Manon. Beart is beautiful, but not 
much more. The young Manon of 
Jean makes the audience believe she 
will wreak vengeance on the 
Soubeyrans in Manon. In the sequel 
Manon, however, she seems inca- 
pable of formulating any plot of 
vengeance. Her stumbling across 
the source of the spring’s water is 
only a coincidence. In fact, one of her 
goats finds it. Then, when she un- 
stops the dam she created, it is be- 
cause her newfound live, the village 
schoolteacher, insists. 

Throughout the first half of the 
movie, Manon wanders around the 
hills with her goats. Manon mean- 
ders with a blank stare and a facial 
expression no more interesting that 
that of her goats. We're not even sure 
she can speak until she spouts some 
unlikely, scientific jargon to the 
young village schoolteacher, who 
later, with no effort-at all, domesti- 
cates Manon. 

Another inconsistency is found in 
Manon’s appearance at church. At 
first, Manon seems to have been 
raised by the goats she tends, then 
suddenly she attends Mass and is a 
prominent figure inthe village, prac- 
tically leading the town’s procession 
to implore the heavens for the 
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water's return. Most of the time, 
though, she wanders around like a 
mute idiot, unless she’s screaming 
and sobbing—then she becomes a 
blubbering idiot. _ 

Nevertheless, Beart’s perform- . 
ance isn’t what bothered me most 
about Manon. It was Berri’s compul- 
sion to explain all the subtleties he 
placed in Jean. Berri introduces one 
of Cesar’s old friends to spell out the 
tragic twist that both films referred 
to all along. Both Ugolin and Cesar 
leave letters before their deaths to 
explain their emotions, which the 
audience should have detected al- 
ready. In essence, Berri is saying, 
“You've seen the plot and the char- 
acters develop for three and a half 
hours now, but just in case you 
didn’t get it, Ill explain it to youina 
nutshell.” 

Manon does have one redeeming 
quality, though: the cinematogra- 
phy equals that of its predecessor. A 
couple of scenes with Manon and 
her herd in the twilight are breath- 
taking. And Beart herself is breath- 
taking. 

Before I saw Manon, a few people 
told me that I’d love it because it 
completes the story and explains 
everything so well. Little did know, 
however, thatthe sequel to Jean not 
only completed the story, but it 
placed itinabox, wrapped itup, and 
stuck a bow on top. But, in exchange 
for the convenient denouement of 
Manon of the Spring, give me the 
simple, straightforward, and subtle 
qualities of Jean de Florette. Ill take 
the story without the gift-wrap, 
thank you. 
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ee ti and Farth in Autumn 


by Julie Curtis 


I cannot forget my father’s call. It 
was very early in the morning when 
the telephone rang. With a sob, he 
told me my grandfather had died 
during the night. Dad was crying, 
and I too wept. And then I went out 
to walk in the early sun. 

Grandpa always loved walking, 
and this morning reminded me of 
countless walks with him when I 
was very young. The sun was 
shining with the deep, bright golden 


_ rays of Indian summer. The grass 


was wet with dew, and thetrees’ yel- 

lowing leaves glinted as they fell to 
the ground. Walking up a hill, I 
paused just to breathe and close my 
eyes and let the sun bathe my eyelids 
with gentle warmth, and to whisper 
a swift prayer for strength. 

When I opened my eyes, the 
whole hill seemed to come alive. A 
breeze brushed my face and sent a 
wave through the trees and bushes 
around me. Songs of a half dozen 
birds floated through the air, and the 
scolding chirp of a grasshopper rose 
from the brush on my right. The 
pyracantha hedge was deep green 
and bright yellow, its berries a 
flaming orange. The dandelions at 
my feet lost their seeds one by one in 


‘the breeze. The air tasted sweet and 


cool, and the sky was a flawless, 


_ fresh blue, and the sun fell down 


upon it all. 
_ Then felt theearth breathe. It was 
_asigh, a heavy, woeful sigh that was 
likea very gentle tremor through the 
morning. A dozen unseen wings 
fluttered, and the underbrush 
stirred with sudden movement. I 
held my breath for a moment and 
closed my eyes and felt the sigh die 
away, and life resumed. I recog- 
nized the sigh, a kind of lament, and 
tears rose again to my eyes. 

“A voice from the bowels of the 
Earth said, ‘Wo, wo is me, the 
mother of men; I am pained, I am 
weary...when shall I rest, and be 
cleansed...when will my Creator 
sanctify me?’” (Moses 7:48). 

I never felt the temporal earth so 
alive as I did that morning. In my 
sorrow I contemplated the 
incredible vitality of life. I knew the 
Earth, a spiritual Earth, was alive. 

I was struck by theirony of finding 
myself in the middle of autumn in 
my state of mind; autumn is the 
season of lifeand death. Around me 
were the greens and golds of leaves 

-quivering on their branches, the last 
of wild sweet peas going to seed. In 
every thing life was preparing to 
Pauseand rest. - 

How weary I would become if I 
were the earth, and I watched the 
death and life of every moment, and 
I felt my children weep as they mis- 
understood that process. I, too 
would sigh a lament, and whisper, if 
I could, that this, too, must pass. 

_ T walked along a canyon path and 
stopped to examinea dead wasp that 
lay in the dust. Scooping it onto a 
crisp fallen maple leaf, I brushed the 
dust off with the tip of my little fin- 
ger and held it up in the sunlight. 
The armored black of its body and 
tiny yellow and black hairs of its 
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thorax were in stark contrast to the 
delicate ivory-pink of the leaf. It 
must have just fallen from theair, for 
it lay perfectly preserved, wings 
spread and body curved in flying 
posture. I wondered what breath of 
life had been taken from it, 
seemingly with no warning at all. 
Could this bea portion of the spirit of 
the earth? If she is mother of men, 
she must too be mother of animals 
and plants. Are the spirits of other 
organisms descended from the great 
spirit of the whole living planet? She 
must be not only our elemental, but 
also our spiritual mother. 

I paused againin the canyon atthe 
top of a talus bank. I leaned back 
against a boulder and gazed at the 
opposite canyon wall. The canyon 
was narrow and winding, following 
the bed of an ancient river that now 
is merely a seasonal stream. The 
bends seemed to have been cut by an 
immense jigsaw knife. I looked at 
high gray cliffs full of crags and 
cracks, frosted with patches of white 
shale. Trees of autumn reds and 
golds and evergreens splashed 
across the mountains. More trees 
filled long v-shaped crevices that fell 
like old men’s beards to the bottom 
of the canyon and gave the steep 
cliffs a wizened, ancient dignity. A 
dry, scratchy breeze brushed along 
the cliffs and my face, and wild bees’ 
wings glinted in the sun as they 
drifted through the air below me. 
Strands of spiders’ webs stretched 
between branches of red maple and 
yellow oak beside my bank of rocks, 
and again I thought I felt the earth 
sigh. This time, however, I felt the 
age of the earth. 

From its origin it has moved and 
twisted and been eroded by millenia 
of seasons and ages. The last 
dinosaurs and first men, the fires 
and floods, the fall of man, civiliza- 
tions and wars and peace and 
progress: these are the memories of 
Mother Earth. What manner of wis- 
dom does she wish to impart to her 
children, and will they listen? 

I tremble when I cry. My shoul- 
ders shake and tears come rolling 


down my cheeks and my eyelashes 
stick together and a lump forms at 
the back of my throat. When my 
father told me of my grandfather's 
death I immediately went outside to 
question the spirit that knows most 
about death, though I didn’t quite 
realize the extent of her wisdom at 
the time. I first felt the tremor that 
gave me comfort, as if in sympathy, 
from my elemental mother, Earth. 
She trembled, and her lament came 
from far beneath me, from a molten 
and vital heart that knows each 
process of living and dying. She 
assured me that all would be well. I 
then felt the tremor of her age of 
maternity, her knowledge from 
creation to the origin of life to nature 
of man, to even the death of my 
grandfather. She showed her 
wisdom, and she spoke her love. 
Because I listened I could hear, and 
because I heard I was comforted. 

I am a blood descendent of my 
grandfather—I grieve at his death. | 
am also a daughter of the Earth; to 
each organism and spirit I am 
relative through a divine descent. 
Just as in life, my grandfather could 
love and comfort me, so does my 
mother Earth communicate her 
empathy in my 
sorrow. 

I feel the whole 
world sigh for 
death, for death is a 
part of everything; 
even Earth itself 
will someday pass 
away. I find the 
earth’s sigh is not 
only a lament, but 
also a song of joy; it 
is a song of life. 
Some day, when all 
the knowledge of 
the earth is revealed 
to us, I believe I will 
find myself in a 
reunited world 
gathered by my 
mother spirit to a 
single family: 
Earth. 
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~ Wednesday, October 11 


Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: 378-7447 

“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
7:30 p.m. 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

BYU Jazz Ensemble-Backstage Cafe, 8:00- 

10:00 p.m., Tickets $3 

Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT 

Lecture on “Sweet Hours,” 3:15 p.m. 

“Sweet Hours,” 3:45 & 7:45 p.m. 

“Grand Highway,” 5:45 p.m. 

Miscellaneous 

Global Vision-Lecture series on philosophy of global 


vision, The Center, 7:30-9:30 p.m., Tickets: $5.00, 
263-9582 


Thursday, October 12 

Meetings: 

SOAPBOX, Checkerboard Quad, 12:00 noon 
General Meeting for SAC (Student Advisory Council), 
378 WILK, 4:30 p.m., all welcome—positions still 
open, contact Scott Brithwaite 378-3901 if you're 
interested in participating 

Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: 378-7447 

“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
7:30 p.m. 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

“The Tales of Hoffmann,” Utah Opera, Capitol 
Theatre, 8:00 p.m. Tickets: $10-30, 533-6494 
Student Recital: JoEllen Turley, saxophone, Madsen 
Recital Hall, HFAC, 7:30 p.m. 

Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT 

“Grand Highway,” 3:15, 7:15 & 9:15 p.m. 

“Sweet Hours,” 5:15 p.m. 

Sports: 

Women’s Volleyball, BYU vs. Utah, SFH, 7:30 p.m. 
Miscellaneous: 

Exploration '89—Touch and take part in exciting 
experiments! Hansen Planetarium, 15 S. State St., 
SLC, 1:00-9:00 p.m., Tickets: $3.00, 538-2104 


the Calendat ig Choices oo 
“The Tales of Hoffmann,” Utah Opera, Oct. 12,14, 
16, 19, 22, Capitol. Theatre, $10-$30, 
B00pm. 
Utah Symphony Chamber Orchestra 


Fall Vivaldi, Symphony. Hall, 8:00 P. M.; 
| Tickets: $8.00-27.00, es 
“Lawrence of Arabia, 


Friday, October 13 


Theatre: 

“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
8:00 p.m. 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: 378-7447 

“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m. 

“Seven Brides for Seven Brothers,” City Rep., 

7:30 p.m. 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

Temple Square Concert Series: Utah All-State Band, 
Choir and Orchestra; Tabernacle, SLC, 7:30 p.m., 


Free! 

Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT 

“Sweet Hours,” 3:15 & 7:15 p.m. 

“Grand Highway,” 5:15 & 9:15 p.m. 

First Strike-Film festival, discussion follows, Utah 
Media Center, 20 S W Temple, SLC, 7:00 p.m. 
Sports: 

Women’s Volleyball, BYU vs. Montana, SFH, 7:30 
p.m. 

Culture: 


Pigeon Show, Utah State Fair Park, Poultry-Pigeon 
Building, 7:30 a.m.-11:00 p.m., 226-1232 _ 


Miscellaneous: 

New Age Fair—Free door prizes and demonstrations, 
5362S. 1900 W., Roy, UT. Tickets: $1.50, 
776-1993 


Saturday, October 14 


Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m., Tickets: 378-7447 

“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m. 

“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
8:00 p.m. 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

“The Tales of Hoffmann,” Utah Opera, Capitol 
Theatre, 8:00 p.m. Tickets: $10-30, 533-6494 

Utah Symphony Chamber Orchestra, all Vivaldi, 
Symphony Hall, 8:00 p.m., Tickets: $8.00-27.00, 533- 
6407 

Temple Square Concert Series: The Eleanor Kennard 
Chorale, Assembly Hall, SLC, 7:30 p.m., Free! 
Film: 

International Cinema, 250 SWKT 

“Grand Highway,” 3:00 & 7:00 p.m. 

“Sweet Hours,” 5:00 & 9:00 p.m. 

Culture: 

Pigeon Show, Utah State Fair Park, Poultry-Pigeon 
Building, 7:30 a.m.-11:00 p.m., 226-1232 
Miscellaneous: 

Non-violence Training, Salt Lake Friends Meeting- 
house, 161 2n7 Ave., 1:00 -5:00 p.m., 533-9205 


Monday, October 16 


Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 4:30 
p.m., Tickets: 378-7447 

“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m., $4.50 w/l.D., show only with refreshments 
“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 


Music: 

“The Tales of Hoffmann,” Utah Opera, Capitol 
Theatre, 8:00 p.m. Tickets: $10-30, 533-6494 
Miscellaneous: 

Peace Corps Recruiter at U of U, Olpin Union Den, 


» 9:00 a.m.-3:00 p.m. 


“Art of the Western World,” 9:00 p.m. on Channel 7 


Tuesday, October 17 


Lecture: 

Entrepreneur Lecture, “The Application and Benefit of 
Gospel Principles in Business Practices,” Bruce A. 
Schreiner, 710 TNRB, 4:00 p.m. 


Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m. Tickets: 378-7447 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
7:30 p.m. 

Music: 

Brassworks, faculty brass ensemble, Madsen Recital 
Hall, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., Free! 


Miscellaneous: 
“The American Experience,” 8:00 p.m. on channel 7 


Wednesday, October 18 


Lecture: 

Real Estate Lecture Series, “Real Estate & the 1990's: 
A Future of Reality?” Brent A. Palmer, 710 TNRB, 
2:00 & 4:00 p.m. 

Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m.Tickets: 378-7447 

“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
7:30 p.m. 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
Music: 

Jazz Combos, Madsen Recital Hall, HFAC, 7:30 p.m., 
Free! 


Thursday, October 19 


Lecture: 
Executive Lecture Series, "Competing With the Sharks 


in Sandy-ego,” 710 TNRB, 2:00 & 4:00 p.m. 
Meetings: 

SOAPBOX, Checkerboard Quad, 12:00 noon 
Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m.Tickets: 378-7447 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
7:30 p.m. 

Music: 

Orpheus Winds, faculty wind ensemble, Coray 
Auditorium, MSRB, 7:30 p.m., Free! 

“The Tales of Hoffmann,” Utah Opera, Capitol 
Theatre, 8:00 p.m. Tickets: $10-30, 533-6494 

Art: 

Art History Association Student Art Sale, HFAC Main 
Gallery, 10:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m. If you have any art to 
be sold, call Army Kern, 373-3259 

Sports: 

Women’s Volleyball, BYU vs. Wyoming, SFH, 

7:30 p.m. 

Concert: 

Oingo Boingo, Salt Palace Arena, Tickets: $17.50, 
SmithTix locations, 363-7681 


Friday, October 20 


Theatre: 

“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m.Tickets: 378-7447 

“An Evening of Rodgers & Hammerstein,” City Rep, 
7:30 p.m. 

“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m. 

“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
8:00 p.m. 


October 18, 1989 


Music: ; 
Homecoming Choral Showcase, Provo Tabernacle, 
50. S. University Ave., 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 

378-7444 

Utah Symphony, Mozaer & Mahler, Symphony Hall, 
SLC, 8:00 p.m., Tickets: 533-6407 

Temple Square Concert Series: Jeffrey Shumway, 
piano, Beethovan Sonatas, Assembly Hall, SLC, 
7:30 p.m., Free! 

Art: 

Art History Association Student Art Sale, HFAC Main 
Gallery, 10:00 a.m. - 5:00 p.m. If you have any art to 


be sold, call Amy Kern, 373-3259 


Saturday, October 21 


Theatre: 

“City of Peace,” Margetts Arena Theatre, HFAC, 7:30 
p.m. Tickets: 378-7447 

“Porter Rockwell,” Backstage Dinner Theatre, 

6:30 p.m. 

“The Phantom of the Opera,” (non-musical) City Rep, 
2:00 p.m. ; 
“Thank You Papa!” Hale Center Theatre, 8:00 p.m. 
“La Cage Aux Folles,” The Salt Lake Acting Company, 
8:00 p.m. 

Music: 

Homecoming Choral Showcase, Provo Tabernacle, 
50. S. University Ave., 7:30 p.m., Tickets: 

378-7444 

Utah Symphony, Mozaer & Mahler, Symphony Hall, 


SLC, 8:00 p.m., Tickets: 533-6407 


SLC, Tickets: '$11.00-20.00, 369-0525 
Hale Center Theatre, 2801 South. Main, SLC, z 


Tickets: $4. 00-6. 00. 484- ale 


